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PHILTITP.

CHAPTER L
RETURNS TO OLD FRIENDS.

THE three old comrades and Philip formed the little
mourning procession which followed the general to his
place of rest at Montmartre. When the service has
been read, and the last volley has been fired over the
buried soldier, the troops march to quarters with a
quick step, and to a lively tune. Our veteran has been
laid in the grave with brief ceremonies.. We do not
even prolong his obsequies with a sermon. His place
knows him no longer. There are a few who remember
him: a very, very few who grieve for him—so few
that to think of them is a humiliation almost. The
sun sets on the earth, and our dear brother has departed
off its face. Stars twinkle; dews fall; children go to
sleep in awe, and maybe tears; the sun rises on a
new day, which he has never seen, and children wake
hungry. They are interested about their new black
clothes, perhaps. They are presently at their work,
VOL. IL 41



2 PHILIP.

plays, quarrels. They are looking forward to the day
when the holidays will be over, and the eyes which
shone here yesterday so kindly are gone, gone, gone.
A drive to the cemetery, followed by a coach with four
acquaintances dressed in decorous black, who separate
and go to their homes or clubs, and wear your crape
for a few days after—can most of us expect much
more? The thought is not ennobling or exhilarating,
worthy sir. And, pray, why should we be proud of
ourselves? Is it because we have been so good, or are
so wise and great, that we expect to be beloved,
lamented, remembered ? Why, great Xerxes or blus-
tering Bobadil must know in that last hour and resting-
place how abject, how small, how low, how lenely they
are, and what a little dust will cover them. Quick,
drums and fifes, a Hively tume! Whip the black team,
coachman, and trot back to tewm again—to the world,
and to business, and duty !

I am fersaymgnosmg]emhndnessomeera]
Baynes whiclkr & not ferced upon me by my stery-
teller’s office. We know, fromx Marlborough’s story,
that the bravest man and greatest military genius is not
always brave or successful in his battles with his wife,
and that some of the greatest warriors have committed
ersprs in accounts and the distribution of mewn and
tuum. We car’t disguise from curselves the fact that
Baynes permitted himself to be misled, and had weak-~
nesses not quite’ consistent with the highest virtue.

When he beeame aware that his carelessness in the
matter of Mrs. Firmir’s trust-money had placed him in
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her son’s pawer, we have seen how .the old general, in
order to avoid being called to account, fled across the
water with his family and all his little fortune, and how
terrified he was on landing on a foreign shore to find
himself face to face with. this dreadful creditor. Philip’s
renunciation of all claims against Baynes, soothed and
pleased the old man wonderfully. But Philip might
change his mind, an adviser at Baynes’ side repeatedly
urged. To live abroad was cheaper and safer than te
live at home. Accordingly Baynes, his wife, family,
and money, all went into exile, and remained there.

What savings the old man had I don’t accarately
know. He and his wife were very dark upon this
subject with Philip: and when the general died, his
widow declared herself to be almost a pauper. It was
impossible that Baynes should have left much money ;
but that Charlotte’s share should have amounted to—
that sum which may or may not presently be stated—
was a little 00 absurd! You see Mr. and Mrs. Firmin
are travelling abroad just now. When I wrote to
Firmin to ask if I might mention the amount of his
wife’s fortune, he gave me no answer: nor do I like to
enter upon these matters of calculation without his
explicit permission. He is of a hot temper; he might,
on his retarn, grow angry with the friend of his youth,
and say, * Sir, hew dare you to talk about my private
affairs? and what has the public to do with Mrs.
Firmin’s private fortune ?” '

When, the last rites over, good-natured uncle Mac
proposed to take Charlotte back to Tours, her mother

41—2



4 ' PEILIP.

made no objection. The widow had tried to do the
girl such an injury, that perhaps the latter felt forgive-
ness was impossible. Little Char loved Philip with all
her heart and strength ; had been authorized and encou-
raged to do so, as we have seen. To give him up now,
because a richer suitor presented himself, was an act of
treason from which her faithful heart revolted, and she
never could pardon the instigator. You see, in this
simple story, I scarcely care even to have reticence or
secrets. I don’t want you to understand for a moment
that Hely Walsingham was still crying his eyes out
about Charlotte. Goodness bless you! It was two or
three weeks ago—four or five weeks ago, that he was in
love with ker/ He had not seen the Duchesse d’Ivry
then, about whom you may remember he had the
quarrel with Podichon, at the club in the Rue de
Grammont. (He and the duchesse wrote poems to each
other, each in the other’s native language.) The Char-
lotte had long passed out of the young fellow’s mind.
That butterfly had fluttered off from our English rose-
bud, and had settled on the other elderly flower! I
don’t know that Mrs. Baynes was aware of young
Hely’s fickleness at this present time of which we are
writing: but his visits had ceased, and she was angry
and disappointed ; and not the less angry because her
labour had been in vain. On her part, Charlotte could
also be resolutely unforgiving. Take her Philip from
her? Never, never! Her mother force her to give up
the man whom she had been encouraged to love?
Mamma should have defended Philip, not betrayed
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him! If T command my son to steal a spoon, shall he
obey me? And if he do obey and steal, and be trans-
ported, will he love me afterwards? I think I can
hardly ask for so much filial affection.

So there was strife between mother and daughter;
and anger not the less bitter, on Mrs. Baynes’ part,
because her husband, whose cupidity or fear had, at
first, induced him to take her side, had deserted her and
gone over to her daughter. In the anger of that con-
troversy Baynes died, leaving the victory and right
with Charlotte. He shrank from his wife: would not
speak to her in his last moments. The widow had
these injuries against her daughter and Philip; and
thus neither side forgave the other. She was not
averse to the child’s going away to her uncle: put a
lean, hungry face against Charlotte’s lip, and received a
kiss which I fear had but little love in it. I don’t envy
those children who remain under the widow’s lonely
command ; or poor Madame Smolensk, who has to en-
dure the arrogance, the grief, the avarice of that grim
woman. Nor did madame suffer under this tyranny
long. Galignani’s Messenger very soon announced that
she had lodgings to let, and I remember being edified
by reading one day in the Pall Mall Gazette that elegant
apartments, select society, and an excellent table were
to be found in one of the most airy and fashionable
quarters of Paris. Inquire of Madame la Baronne de
S——sk, Avenue de Marli, Champs Elysées.

We guessed without difficulty how this advertisement
found its way to the Pall Mall Gazette; and very soon
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after its appearance Madame de Smolensk’s friend, Mr.
Philip, made his appearance at our tea-table in Londen.
He was always welcome amongst us elders and children.
He wore a crape on his hat. As soon as the young ones
were gone, you may be sure he poured his story out;
and enlarged upon the death, the burial, the quarrels,
the loves, the partings we have narrated. How could
he be put in a way to earn three or four hundred a
year? That was the present question. Ere he came
to see us, he had already been totting up ways and
means. He had been with our friend Mrs. Brandon:
was staying with her. The Little Sister thought three
hundred would be suofficient. They could have her
second floor—not for nothing ; no, no, but at a moderate
price, which would pay her. They could have attics, if
more rooms were needed. They could have her kitchen
fire, and one maid, for the present, would do all their
work. Poor little thing! She was very young. She
would be past eighteen by the time she could marry;
the Little Sister was for early marriages, against long
courtships. ¢ Heaven helps those as helps themselves,”
she said. And Mr. Philip thought this excellent ad-
vice; and Mr. Philip’s friend, when asked for his
opinion—* Candidly now, what’s your opinion?”—
said, “ Is she in the next room? Of course you mean
you are married already.”

Philip roared one of his great laugha. No, he was
not married already. Had he not said that Miss Baynes
was gone away to Tours to her aunt and uncle? But
that he wanted to be married ; but that he could never
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settle down to work till he married ; but that he could
bave no rest, peace, health, till he married that angel he
was ready to confess. Ready? All the street might
hear him calling out the name and expatiating on the
angelic charms and goodness of his Charlotte. He
spoke 50 loud and leng on this smbject that my wife
grew a little tired ; and my wife .alwage likes to hear
ather women praised, that (she says) I know she .does.
But when a man goes on roaring for an hour about
Dulcinea? You know such talk becomes fulsome at
last; and, in fine, when he was gone, my wife said,
“ Well, he is very much in love; so were you—I mean
long before my time, sir; but does love pay the house-
keeping bills, pray ?”

“No, my dear. And love is always contrelled by
other people’s advice :—always,” says Philip’s friend,
who I hope you will perceive was speaking iromically.

Philip’s friends had listened not impatiently to Philip’s
talk about Philip. Almost all women will give a sym-
pathizing hearing to men who are in love. Be they
ever so old, they grow young again with that conver-
sation, and renew their own early times. Men are not
quite so generous : Tityrus tires of hearing Corydon
discourse endlessly on the charms of his shepherdess.
And yet egotism is good talk. Even dull biographies
are pleasantto read : and if to read, why not to hear?
Had Master Philip not been such an egotist, he would
not have been so pleasant a companion. Can’t you like
aman at'whom you laugh a little? Thad rather such an
open-mouthed conversationist than your cautious jaws
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that never unlock without a careful application of the
key. As for the entrance to Mr. Philip’s mind, that
door was always open when he was awake, or not
hungry, or in a friend’s company. Besides his love,
and his prospects in life, his poverty, &c., Philip had
other favourite topics of conversation. His friend the
Little Sister was a great theme with him; his father
was another favourite subject of his talk. By the way,
his father had written to the Little Sister. The doctor
said he was sure to prosper in his newly adopted
country. He and another physician had invented a
new medicine, which was to effect wonders, and in a
few years would assuredly make the fortune of both of
them. He was never without one scheme or another
for making that fortune which never came. Whenever
he drew upon poor Philip for little sums, his letters were
sure to be especially magniloquent and hopeful. “When-
ever-the doctor says he has invented the philosopher’s
stone,” said poor Philip, “I am sure there will be a
postscript to say that a little bill will be presented for so
much, at so many days’ date.”

Had he drawn on Philip lately? Philip told us
when, and how often. We gave him all the benefit of
our virtuous indignation. As for my wife’s eyes, they
gleamed with anger. What a man: what a father!
Oh, he was incorrigible! ¢ Yes, I am afraid he is,”
says poor Phil, comically, with his hands roaming at
ease in his pockets. They contained little else than
those big hands. My father is of a hopeful turn.
His views regarding property are peculiar. It is a
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comfort to have such a distinguished parent, isn’t it? I
am always surprised to hear that he is not married again.
I sigh for a mother-in-law,” Philip continued.

“Oh, don’t, Philip!” cried Mrs. Laura, in a pet.
“Be generous: be forgiving: be noble : be Christian!
Don’t be cynical and imitating—you know whom !”

Whom could she possibly mean, I wonder? After
flashes, there came showers in this lady’s eyes. From
long habit I can understand her thoughts, although she
does not utter them. She was thinking of these poor,
noble, simple, friendless young people; and asking
heaven’s protection for them. I am not in the habit of
over-praising my friends, goodness knows. The foibles
of this one I have described honestly enough. But if I

~write down here that he was courageous, cheerful in
adversity, generous, simple, truth-loving, above a scheme
—after having said that he was a noble young fellow—
dizi ; and T won’t cancel the words.

Ardent lover as he was, our friend was glad to be
back in the midst of the London smoke, and wealth,
and bustle. The fog agreed with his lungs, he said.
He breathed more freely in our great city than in that
little English village in the centre of Paris which he had
been inhabiting. In his hotel, and at his café (where he
composed his eloquent “ Own Correspondence™), he had
occasion to speak a little French, but it never came
very trippingly from his stout English tongue. * You
don’t suppose I would like to be taken for a French-
man,” he would say with much gravity. I wonder who
ever thought of mistaking friend Philip for a Frenchman?
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As for that faithful Little Sister, her house and heart
were still: at the young man’s service. We have not
visited Thornhangh Street for some time. Mr. Philip,
whom we have been bound to attend, has been too
much occupied with his love-making to bestow much
thought em his affectionate little friend. She has been
trndging meanwhile on her humble course of life, cheer-
fal, modest, laborious, doing her duty, with a helping
little hand ready to relieve many a fallen wayfarer on
her road. She had a room vacant in her honse when
Philip came. A room, indeed! Would she not have
had a house vacant, if Philip wanted it? But in the
interval since we saw her last, the Little Sister, too, has
had to assume black robes. Her father, the old cap-
tain, has gone to his rest. His place is vacant in the
little parlonr : his bedroom is ready for Philip, as long
as Philip will stay. She did not profess to feel mmch
affliction for the loss of the captain. She tatked of him
constantly as though he were present; and made a
supper for Philip, and seated him in her Pa’s chair.
How she bustled about om the night when Philip
" arrived! What a beaming welcome there was in her
kind eyes! Her meodest hair was touched with silver
now ;3 but her cheeks were like apples ; her little figure
was neat, and light, and active ; and her voice, with its
gentle laugh, and little sweet bad grammar, has always
seemed one of the sweetest of voices to me.

Very soon after Philip’s arrival in London, Mrs.
Brandon paid a visit to the wife of Mr. Firmin’s humble
servant and biographer; and the two women had a fine
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sentimental consultation. All good wemen, you knew,
are sentimental. .The idea of young lovers, of match-
making, of amiable poverty, tenderly excites and inte-
rests them. My wife, at this time, began to pour off
fme long letters to Miss Baynes, to which the latter
modestly and dutifully replied, with many expressions
of fervour and gratitude for the interest which her
friend in London was pleased to take in the little maid.
1 saw by these answers that Charlotte’s union with
Philip was taken as a received point by these two
ladies. They discussed the ways and means. They
did not talk about broughams, settlements, town and
country houses, pin-moneys, trousseaux ; and my wife,
in computing their sources of income, always peinted
out that Miss Charlette’s fortune, though certainly
small, would give a very useful addition to the young
couple’s income. - < Fifty pounds a year not much!
Let me tell yonu, sir, that fifty pounds a year is a very
pretty little sum: if Philip can but make three hymdred
a year himself, Mrs. Brandon says they ought to be
able to live quite nicely.” You ask, my genteel friend,
is it possible that people can live for four hundred a
year? How do they manage, ¢es pauores gens? They
eat, they drink, they are clothed, they are warmed,
they have roofs over their heads, and glass in their
windows; and some of them are as good, happy, and
well-bred as their neighbours who are ten times as rich.
Then, besides this calculation of money, there is the
ford woman’s firm belief that the day will bring its
daily bread for those whe work for it and ask for it in
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the proper quarter; against which reasoning many a
man knows it is in vain to argue. As to my own little
objections and doubts, my wife met them by reference
to Philip’s former love affair with his cousin, Miss
Twysden. “You had no objection in that case, sir,”
this logician would say. ¢ You would have had him
take a ¢reature without a heart. You would cheerfully
have seen him made miserable for life, because you
thought there was money enough and a genteel connec-
tion. Money indeed! Very happy Mrs. Woolcomb
is with her money! Very creditably to all sides has
that marriage turned out!” I need scarcely remind
my readers of the unfortunate result of that marriage.
‘Woolcomb’s behaviour to his wife was the agreeable
talk of London society and of the London clubs very
soon after the pair were joined together in holy matri-
mony. Do we not all remember how Woolcomb was
accused of striking his wife, of starving his wife, and
how she took refuge at home and came to her father’s
house with a black eye? The two Twysdens were so
ashamed of this transaction, that father and son left off
coming to Bays’s, where I never heard their absence
regretted but by one man, who said that Talbot owed
him money for losses at whist for which he could get no
settlement.

Should Mr. Firmin go and see his aunt in her mis-
fortune? Bygones might be bygones, some of Philip’s
advisers thought. Now, Mrs. Twysden was unhappy,
her heart might relent to Philip, whom she certainly had
loved as a boy. Philip had the magnanimity to call
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upon her; and found her carriage waiting at the door.
But a servant, after keeping the gentleman waiting in
the dreary, well-remembered hall, brought him word
that his mistress was out, smiled in his face with an
engaging insolence, and proceeded to put cloaks, court-
guides, and other female gear into the carriage in the
presence of this poor deserted nephew. This visit, it
must be owned, was one of Mrs. Laura’s romantic efforts
at reconciling enemies: as if, my good creature, the
Twysdens ever let a man into their house who was poor.
or out of fashion! They lived in a constant dread lest
Philip should call to borrow money of them. As if
they ever lent money to a man who was in need! If
they ask the respected reader to their house, depend on
it they think he is well to do. On the other hand, the
Twysdens made a very handsome entertainment for the
new lord of Whipham and Ringwood who now reigned
after his kinsman’s death. They affably went and
passed Christmas with him in the country; and they
cringed and bowed before Sir John Ringwood as they
had bowed and cringed béfore the earl in his time.
The old earl had been a Tory in his latter days, when
Talbot Twysden’s views were also very conservative.
The present lord of Ringwood was a Whig. It is sur-
prising how liberal the Twysdens grew in the course
of a fortnight’s after-dinner conversation and pheasant-
gshooting talk at Ringwood. ¢ Hang it! you know,”
young Twysden said, in his office afterwards, « a fellow
must go with the politics of his family, you know !” and
he bragged about the dinners, wines, splendours, cooks,
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and preserves of Ringwood as freely as in the time of
his noble grand-uncle. Any one wha has kept a house-
dog in London, which licks your boots and your platter,
and fawns for the bones in your dish, knows how the
animal barks and flies at the poor who come to the
door. The Twysdens, father and son, were of this
canine species: and there.are vast packs of such dogs
here and elsewhere.

If Philip opened his heart to us, and talked unre-
servedly regarding his hopes and his plans, you may be
sure he had his little friend, Mrs. Brandon, also in his
confidence, and that no person in the world was mare
eager to serve him. Whilst we were talking about what
was to be done, this little lady was also at work in her
favourite’s behalf. She had a firm ally in Mrs. Mugford,
the proprietor’s lady of the Pall Mall Gazette. Mrs.
Mugford had long been interested in Philip, his mis-
fortunes and his love affairs. These two good women
had made a sentimental hero of him. Ah! that they
could devise some feasible scheme to help him! And
such a chance actunally did very soon present itself to
these delighted women.

In almost all the papers of the new year appeared a
brilliant advertisement, anneuncing the speedy appear-
ance in Dublin of a new paper. It was to be called
The SHAMROCK, and its first number was to be issued on
the ensuing St. Patrick’s day. I need not quote at
length the advertisement which heralded the advent of
this new periodical. The most famous pens of the
national party in Ireland were, of course, engaged to
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contribute to its colamns. Those pens would be ham-
mered inte steel of a different shape when the oppertunity
should offer. Beloved prelates, authors of world-wide
fame, bards, the bold strings of whose lyres had rung
through the isle already, and made millions of noble
hearts te beat, and, by consequence, double the number
of eyes to fill ; philosophers, renowned for science ; snd
illustrious advocates, whose manly voices had ever
spoken the language of hope and freedom to an &c. &c.,
would be found rallying round the journal, and proud
to wear the symbol of Tur SEamBook. Fimally,
Michael .Cassidy, Esq., was chosen to be the editor of
this new journal. - '

This was the M. Cassidy, Esq., who appeared, I
think, at Mr. Firmin’s call-supper; and who had long
been the. sub-editer of the Pall Mall Gazette. If
Michael went to Dame Street, why should not Philip
be sub-editor at Pall Mall? Mrs. Brandon argued. Of
course there would be a score of eandidates for Michael’s
office. The editor would like the patronage. Barnet,
Mugford’s partner in the Gazette, would wish to appoint
his man, - Cassidy, before retiring, would assuredly
intimate his approaching resignation te scores of gentle-
men of his mation, who would not object to take the
Saxon’s pay until they finally shook his yoke off, and
would eat his bread until the happy mement arrived
when they could knock out his brains in fair battle. As
soon as Mrs. Brandon heard of the vacant place, that
moment she determined that Philip should have it. It
wae surprising what a quantity of information eur little
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friend possessed about artists, and pressmen, and their
lives, families, ways and means. Many gentlemen of
both professions came to Mr. Ridley’s chambers, and
called on the Little Sister on their way to and fro.
How Tom Smith had left the Herald, and gone to the
Post: what price Jack Jones had for his picture, and
who sat for the principal figures.—I promise you Madam
Brandon had all these interesting details by heart; and
I think I have described this little person very inade-
quately if I have not made you understand that she was
as intrepid a little jobber as ever lived, and never
scrupled to go any length to serve a friend. To be
Archbishop of Canteérbury, to be professor of Hebrew,
to be teacher of a dancing-school, to be organist for a
church: for any conceivable place or function this little
person would have asserted Philip’s capability. ¢ Don’t
tell me! He can dance or preach (as the case may be),
or write beautiful! And as for being unfit to be a sub-
editor, I want to know, has he not as good a head and
as good an education as that Cassidy, indeed? Andis
not Cambridge College the best college in the world ?
Ttis, I say. And he went there ever so long. And he
might have taken the very best prize, only money was
no object to him then, dear fellow, and he did not like
to keep the poor out of what he didn’t want!”

Mrs. Mugford had always considered the young man
as very haughty, but quite the gentleman, and speedily
was infected by her gossip’s enthusiasm about him.
My wife hired a fly, packed several of the children into
it, called upon Mrs. Mugford, and chose to be delighted
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with that lady’s garden, with that lady’s nursery—with
everything that bore the name of Mugford. It was a
curiosity to remark in what a flurry of excitement these
women plunged, and how they schemed, and coaxed,
and caballed, in order to get this place for their protégé.
My wife thought—she merely happened to surmise :
nothing more, of course—that Mrs. Mugford’s fond
desire was to shine in the world. “Could we not ask
some people—with—with what you call handles to their
names,—I think I before heard you use some such
term, sir,—to meet the Mugfords? Some of Philip’s
old friends, who I am sure would be very happy to
serve him.” Some such artifice was, I own, practised.
‘We coaxed, cajoled, fondled the Mugfords for Philip’s
sake, and heaven forgive Mrs. Laura her hypocrisy.
We had an entertainment then, I own. We asked our
finest company, and Mr. and Mrs. Mugford to meet
them: and we prayed that unlucky Philip to be on his
best behaviour to all persons who were invited to the
feast.

Before my wife this lion of a Firmin was as a lamb.
Rough, captious, and overbearing in general society,
with those whom he loved and esteemed Philip was of
all men the most modest and humble. He would never
tire of playing with our children, joining in their games,
langhing and roaring at their little sports. I have never
had such a laugher at my jokes as Philip Firmin. I
think my wife liked him for that noble guffaw with
which he used to salute those pieces of wit. He arrived
a little late sometimes with his laughing chorus, but ten

VOL. IIL ‘ 42



.
:

!l

In YHILIP.

juusple ut tabls were not so loud as this faithful friend.
On the eomteary, when those people for whom he has
o liking venture on a pun or other pleasantry, I am
ol o own that Philip’s acknowledgment of their
wiggery must be anything but pleasant or flattering to
them, Now, on oceasion of this important dinner, I en-
Julnel him to bo very kind, and very civil, and very
much plensod with everybody, and to stamp upon no-
body's cornw, us indeed, why should he, in life? Who
was ho, to bo cenaor morum # And it has been said that
no mnn could admit his own faults with a more en-
guging candour than our friend.

Wa luvited, then, Mugford, the proprietor of the
il Mall (Jazsette, and his wife; and Bickerton, the
wlitue of that peviodical; Lord Ascot, Philip’s old
oullege fhivnd 3 aud ano or two more gentlemen. Our
tnvitatiang to the ladies wore not so fortunate. Some
wete eigwged, others away in the country keeping
Cluintinvas,  In fine, we considered ourselves rather
lweky in recuving old Lady Hixie, who lives hard by in
Westiinetens and who will pass for a lady of fashion
whett W person of' greater sote is present. My wife
told hex that the object of the dimmer was to make our
Rivl Flewin acquainted with the edicor and propriesar
of e Pl Mol Gawtte, with whom it was important
Nk 2o Sbowll be v the wwst amicable fotng. Oh!
ey welk  lady Hicie promisend vo be quise graciess
4 e nvwspeper peudhesnen amd bis with : and kepe her
PV et geecivunly dwring the eveniog: Qur geod
N Dhee. Mughd was the first of ver goests w
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arrive. She drove “in her trap” from her villa in the
suburbs ; and after putting up his carriage at a neigh-
bouring livery-stable, her groom voluntéered to help our
servants in waiting at dinner. His zeal and activity
were remarkable. China smashed, and dish-covers
clanged in the passage. Mrs. Mugford said that « Sam
was at his old tricks;” and I hope the hostess showed
she was mistress of herself amidst that fall of china
Mrs. Mugford came before the appointed hour, she said,
in order to see our children. ¢ With our late London
dinner hours,” she remarked, ¢ children was never seen
now.” At Hampstead, hers always appeared at the
dessert, and enlivened the table with their iunocent out-
cries for oranges, and struggles for sweetmeats. In the
nursery, where one little maid, in her crisp, long night-
gown, was saying her prayers; where another little
person, in the most airy costume, was standing before
the great barred fire; where a third Lilliputian was
sitting up in its night-cap and surplice, surveying the
scene below from its crib ;—the ladies found our dear
Little Sister installed. She had come to see her little
pets (she had known two or three of them from the very
earliest times). She was a great favourite amongst
them all; and, I believe, conspired with the cook down
below in preparing certain delicacies for the table. A
fine conversation then ensued about our children, about
the Mugford children, about babies in general. And
then the artful women (the house mistress and the
Little Sister) brought Philip on the tapis, and discoursed
& qui mieuz, about his virtues, his misfortunes, his en-
42—2
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gagement, and that dear little creature to whom he was
betrothed. This conversation went on until carriage-
wheels were heard in the square, and the knocker (there
were actually knockers in that old-fashioned place and
time) began to peal. “ Oh, bother! There’s the com-
pany a-comin’,” Mrs. Mugford said ; and arranging her
cap and flounces, with neat-handed Mrs. Brandon’s aid,
came down-stairs, after taking a tender leave of the
little people, to whom she sent a present next day of a
pile of fine Christmas books, which had come to the Pall
Mall Gazette for review. The kind woman had been
coaxed, wheedled, and won over to our side, to Philip’s
side. He had %er vote for the sub-editorship, whatever
might ensue.

Most of our guests had already 'arrived, when at
length Mrs. Mugford was announced. I am bound to
say that she presented a remarkable appearance, and that
the splendour of her attire was such as is seldom beheld.

Bickerton and Philip were presented to one another,
and had a talk about French politics before dinner,
during which conversation Philip behaved with perfect
discretion and politeness. Bickerton had happened to
hear Philip’s letters well spoken of—in a good quarter,
mind; and his cordiality increased when Lord Ascot
entered, called Philip by his surname, and entered into
a perfectly free conversation with him. Old Lady
Hixie went into perfectly good society, Bickerton con-
descended to acknowledge. ¢« As for Mrs. Mugford,”
says he, with a glance of wondering compassion at that
lady, ¢ of course, I need not tell you that ske is seen
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nowhere—nowhere.” This said, Mr. Bickerton stepped
forward, and calmly patronized my wife, gave me a
good-natured nod for my own part, reminded Lord
Ascot that he had had the pleasure of meeting him at
Egham; and then fixed on Tom Page, of the Bread-
and-Butter Office (who, I own, is one of our most gen-
teel guests), with whom he entered into a discussion of
some political matter of that day—I forget what: but
the main point was that he named two or three leading
public men with whom he had discussed the question,
whatever it might be. He named very great names,
and led us to understand that with the proprietors of
those very great names he was on the most intimate and
confidential footing. With his owners—with the pro-
prietor of the Pall Mall Gazette, he was on the most
distant terms, and indeed I am afraid that his behaviour
to myself and my wife was scarcely respectful. I
fancied I saw Philip’s brow gathering wrinkles as his
eye followed this man strutting from one person to
another, and patronizing each. The dinner was a little
late, from some reason best known in the lower regions.
«1 take it,” says Bickerton, winking at Philip, in a
pause of the conversation, “that our good friend and
host is not much used to giving dinners. The mistress
of the house is evidently in a state of perturbation.”
Philip gave such a horrible grimace that the other at
first thought he was in pain.

“You, who have lived a good deal with old Ringwood,
know what a good dinner is,” Bickerton continued,
giving Firmin a knowing look.
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¢ Any dinner is good which is accompanied with such
a welcome as I get here,” said Philip.

“Oh! very good people, very good people, of
course |” cries Bickerton.

1 need not say he thinks he has perfectly succeeded
in adopting the air of a man of the world. He went off
to Lady Hixie and talked with her about the last great
party at which he had met her; and then he turned to
the host, and remarked that my friend, the doctor’s son,
was a fierce-looking fellow. In five minutes he had
the good fortune to make himself hated by Mr. Firmin.
He walks through the world patronizing his betters.
¢ Our good friend is not much used to giving dinners,”
—isn’t he? I say, what do you mean by continuing to
endure this man? Tom Page, of the Bread-and-Butter
Office, is a well-known diner-out; Lord Ascotis a peer;
Bickerton, in a pretty loud voice, talked to one or other
of these during dinner and across the table. He sat
next to Mrs. Mugford, but he turned his back on that
bewildered woman, and never condescended to address
a word to her personally. ¢ Of course, I understand
you, my dear fellow,” he said to me when on the retreat
of the ladies we approached within whispering distance.
“You have these people at dinner for reasons of state.
You have a book coming out, and want to have it
noticed in the paper. I make a point of keeping these
people at a distance—the only way of dealing with them,
I give you my word.”

Not one offensive word had Philip said to the chief
writerof the Pall Mall Gazette; and I beganto congratulate
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myself that our dinner would pass without any mishap,
when some one unluckily happening to praise the wine,
a fresh supply was ordered. * Very good claret. Who
is your wine-merchant? Upon my word I get better
claret here than I do in Paris—don’t you think so, Mr.
Fermor? Where do you generally dine in Paris?”

1 generally dine for thirty sous, and three francs on
grand days, Mr. Beckerton,” growls Philip.

“My name is Bickerton.” (“What a vulgar thing
for a fellow to talk about his thirty-sous dinners!”
murmured my neighbour to me). * Well, there is no
accounting for tastes. When I go to Paris I dine at the
Trois Fréres. Give me the Burgundy at Trois Fréres.”

“That is because you great leader writers are paid
better than poor correspondents. I shall be delighted
to be able to dine better.” And with this Mr. Firmin
smiles at Mr. Mugford, his master and owner.

¢ Nothing so vu]gar as talking shop,” says Bickerton,
rather loud.

I am not ashamed of the shop I keep. Are you of
yours, Mr. Bickerton?” growls Philip.

¢ F. had him there,” says Mr. Mugford.

Mr. Bickerton got up from table, turning quite pale.
“ Do you mean to be offensive, sir ?” he asked.

¢ Offensive, sir? No, sir. Some men are offensive
without meaning it. You have been several times to-
night!” says Lord Philip.

«1 don’t see that I am called upon to bear thns kind
of thing at any man’s table!” cried Mr. Bickerton.
¢ Lord Ascot, I wish you good-night!”
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“I say, old boy, what’s the row about?” asked his
lordship. And we were all astonished as my guest rose
and left the table in great wrath.

¢ Serve him right, Firmin, I say !” said Mr. Mugford,
again drinking off a glass. '

“Why, don’t you know?” says Tom Page. ¢ His
father keeps a haberdasher’s shop at Cambridge, and
sent him to Oxford, where he took a good degree.”

And this had come of a dinner of conciliation—a
dinner which was to advance Philip’s interest in life !

“ Hit him again, I say,” cried Mugford, whom wine
had rendered eloquent. “He’s a supercilious beast,
that Bickerton is, and I hate him, and so does Mrs. M.”
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CHAPTER IL

NARRATES THAT FAMOUS JOKE ABOUT
MISS GRIGSBY.

For once Philip found that he had offended without
giving general offence. In the confidence of female
intercourse, Mrs, Mugford had already, in her own
artless but powerful language, confirmed her husband’s
statement regarding Mr. Bickerton, and declared that
B. was a beast, and she was only sorry that Mr. F. had
not hit him a little harder. So different are the opinions
which different individuals entertain of the same event !
I happen to know that Bickerton, on his side, went
away, averring that we were quarrelsome, underbred
people; and that a man of any refinement had best
avoid that kind of society. - He does really and seriously
believe himself our superior, and will lecture almost
any gentleman on the art of being one. This assurance
is not at all uncommon with your parvenu. Proud of
his newly-acquired knowledge of the art of exhausting
the contents of an egg, the well-known little boy of
the apologue rushed to impart his knowledge to his
grandmother, who had been for many years familiar
with the process which the child had just discovered.
Which of us has not met with some such instructors?
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I know men who would be ready to step forward and
teach Taglioni how to dance, Tom Sayers how to box,
or the Chevalier Bayard how to be a gentleman. We
most of us know such men, and undergo, from time to
time, the ineffable benefit of their patronage.

Mugford went away from our little entertainment
vowing, by George, that Philip shouldn’t want for a
friend at the proper season; and this proper season very
speedily arrived. I laughed one day, on going to the
Pall Mall Gazette office, to find Philip installed in the
sub-editor’s room, with a provision of scissors, wafers,
and paste-pots, snipping’ paragraphs from this paper
and that, altering, condensing, giving titles, and so
forth ; and, in a word, in regular harness. The three-
headed calves, the great prize gooseberries, the old
maiden ladies of wonderful ages, who at length died in
country places—it was wonderful (considering his little
experience) how Firmin hunted out these. He entered
into all the spirit of his business. He prided himself
on the clever titles which he found for his paragraphs.

~ When his paper was completed at the week’s end, he
surveyed it fondly—not the leading articles, or those pro-
found and yet brilliant literary essays which appeared in
the Gazette—but the births, deaths, marriages, markets,
trials, and what not. As a shop-boy, having decorated
his master’s window, goes into the street, and pleased
surveys his work; so the fair face of the Pall Mall
Gazette rejoiced Mr. Firmin, and Mr. Bince, the printer
of the paper. They looked with an honest pride upon
the result of their joint labours. Nor did Firmin relish
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pleasantry on the subject. Did his friends allude to it,
and ask if he had shot any especially fine canard that
week ? Mr. Philip’s brow would corrugate and his
cheeks redden. He did not like jokes to be made at his
expense. Was not his a singular antipathy ?

In his capacity of sub-editor, the good fellow had the
privilege of taking and giving away countless theatre
orders, and panorama and diorama tickets: the Pall
Mall Gazette was not above accepting such little bribes
in those days, and Mrs. Mugford’s familiarity with the
names of opera singers, and splendid appearance in an
opera-box, was quite remarkable. Friend Philip would
bear away a heap of these cards of admission, delighted
to carry off our young folks to ome exhibition or
another. But once at the diorama, where our young
people sat in the darkmess, very much frightened as
usual, a voice from out the midnight gloom eried out:
“ Who has come in with orders from the Pall Mall
Gazette?” A lady, two scared children, and Mr.
Sub-editor Philip, all trembled at this dreadful sum-
mons. I think I should not dare to print the story
even now, did I not know that Mr. Firmin was travel-
ling abroad. It was a blessing the place was dark, so
that none could see the poor sub-editor’s blushes.
Rather than cause any mortification to this lady, I am
sure Philip would have submitted to rack and torture.
But, indeed, her annoyance was very slight, except in
seeing her friend annoyed. The humour of the scene
surpassed the annoyance in the lady’s mind, and caused
her to laugh at the mishap; but I own our little boy
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(who is of an aristocratic turn, and rather too sensitive
to ridicule from his schoolfellows) was not at all
anxious to talk upon the subject, or to let the world
know that he went to a place of public amusement
“ with an order.”

As for Philip’s landlady, the Little Sister, she, you
know, had been familiar with the press and press-men,
and orders for the play for years past. She looked
quite young and pretty, with her kind smiling face and
neat tight black dress, as she came to the theatre—it
was to an Easter piece—on Philip’s arm, one evening.
Our children saw her from their cab, as they, too, were
driving to the same performance. It was ¢ Look,
mamma! There’s Philip and the Little Sister !” And
then came such smiles, and nods, and delighted recog-
nitions from the cab to the two friends on foot! Of
course I have forgotten what was the piece which we all
saw on that Easter evening. But those children will
never forget; no, though they live to be a hundred years
old, and though their attention was distracted from the
piece by constant observation of Philip and his com-
panion in the public boxes opposite.

Mr. Firmin’s work and pay were both light, and he
accepted both very cheerfully. He saved money out of
his little stipend. It was surprising how economically
he could live with his little landlady’s aid and counsel.
He would come to us, recounting his feats of parsimony
with a childish delight. He loved to contemplate his
sovereigns, as week by week the little pile accumulated.
He kept a sharp eye upon sales, and purchased now and



PREPARATIONS. 29

‘again articles of furniture. In this way he brought
home a piano to his lodgings, on which he could no
more play than he could on the tight-rope ; but he was
given to understand that it was a very fine instrument ;
and my wife played on it one day when we went to visit
him, and he sat listening, with his great hands on his
knees, in ecstasies, He was thinking how one day,
please heaven, he should see other hands touching the
keys—and player and instrument disappeared in a mist
before his happy eyes. His purchases were not always
lucky. For example, he was sadly taken in at an auc-
tion about a little pearl ornament. Some artful Hebrews
at the sale conspired and ran him up, as the phrase is,
to a price more than equal to the value of the trinket.
“ But you know who it was for, ma’am,” one of Philip’s
apologists said. < If she would like to wear his ten
fingers he would cut ’em off and send ’em to her. But
he keeps ’em to write her letters and verses—and most
beautiful they are, too.”

« And the dear fellow, who was bred up in splendour
and luxury, Mrs. Mugford, as you, ma’am, know too
weli—he won’t drink no wine now. A little whiskey
and a glass of beer is all he takes. And his clothes—
he used to be so grand—you see how he is now, ma’am.
Always the gentleman, and, indeed, a finer or grander
looking gentleman never entered a room; but he is
saving—you know for what, ma’am.”

And, indeed, Mrs. Mugford did know ; and so did
Mrs. Pendennis and Mrs. Brandon. And these three
women worked themselves into a perfect fever, interest-
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ing themselves for Mr. Firmin. -And Mugford, in his
rough, funny way, used to say, “ Mr. P., a certain
Mr. Heff has come and put our noses out of joint. He
has, as sure as my name is Hem. And I am getting
quite jealous of our sub-editor, and that is the long and
short of it. But it’s good to see him haw-haw Bicker-
ton if ever they meet in the office, that it is! Bickerton
won’t bully Aim any more, I promise you!”

The cenclaves and conspiracies of these women were
endless in Philip’s behalf. One day I let the Little
Sister out of my house, with a handkerchief to her
eyes, and in a great state of Hurry and excitement,
which perbhaps communicates itself to the gentleman
who passes her at his own door. The gentleman’s wife
is on her part not a little moved and excited. . “ What
do you think Mrs. Brandon says? Philip is learning
shorthand. He says he does not think he is clever
enough to be a writer of any mark ;—but he can be a
reporter, and with this and his place at Mr. Mugford’s,
he thinks he can earn enough to—— Oh, he is a fine
fellow ! ” I suppose feminine emotion stopped the com-
pletion of this speech. But when Mr. Philip slouched
into dinner that day, his hostess did homage before him:
she loved him: she treated him with a tender respect
and sympathy which her like are ever wont to bestow
upon brave and honest men in misfortune.

Why should not Mr. Philip Firmin, barrister-at-law,
bethink him that he belonged to a profession which has
helped very many men to competence, and not a few to
wealth and bhonours? A barrister might surely hope
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for as good earnings as could be made by a newspaper
reporter. We all knew instances of men who, having
commenced their careers as writers for the press, had
carried on the legal profession simultaneously, and
attained the greatest honours of the bar and the bench.
¢Can I sit in a Pump-court garret waiting for attorneys ?”
asked poor Phil; “I shall break my heart before they
come. My brains are not worth much: I should addle
them altogether in poring over law books. I am not at
all a clever fellow, you see; and I haven’t the ambition
and obstinate will to sacceed which carry on many a
man with no greater capacity than my own. I may
have as good brains as Bickerton, for example; but I
am not so bumptious as he is. By claiming the first
place wherever he goes, he gets it very often. My dear
friends, don’t you see how modest I am ? There never
was a man less likely to get on than myself—you must
own that; and I tell you that Charlotte and I must look
forward to alife of poverty, of cheeseparings, and second-
floor lodgings at Pentonville or Islington. That’s about
my mark. I would let her off, only I know she would
not take me at my word—the dear little thing. She has
set her heart upon a hulking pauper, that’s the truth. And
I tell you what I am going to do. I am going seriously
to learn the profession of poverty, and make myself
master of it. What’s the price of cowheel and tripe?
You don’t know. I do; and the right place to buy
em. I am as good a judge of sprats as any man in
London. My tap in life is to be small beer henceforth,
and I am growing quite to like it, and think it is brisk

r—
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and pleasant, and wholezome.” There was not a little
truth in Philip’s account of himself, and his capacities
and incapacities. Doubtless, he was not born to make a
great name for himself in the world. But do we like
those only who are famous? As well say we will only
give our regard to men who have ten thousand a year,
or are more than six feet high.

While, of his three female friends and advisers, my
wife admired Philip’s humility, Mrs. Brandon and Mrs.
Mugford were rather disappointed at his want of spirit,
and to think that he aimed so low. I shall not say
which side Firmin’s biographer took in this matter.
Was it my business to applaud or rebuke him for being
humble-minded, -or was I called upon to advise at all?
My amiable reader, acknowledge that you and I in life
pretty much go our own way. We eat the dishes we
like, because we like them ; not because our neighbour
relishes them. We rise early, or sit up late; we work,
idle, smoke, or what not, because we choose so to do,
not because the doctor orders. Philip, then, was like
you and me, who will have our own way when we can.
Will we not? If you won't, you do not deserve it.
Instead of hangering after a stalled ox, he was accus-
toming himself to be content with a dinner of herbs.
Instead of braving the tempest, he chose to take in sail,
‘creep along shore, and wait for calmer weather.

So, on Tuesday of every week let us say, it was this
modest sub-editor’s duty to begin snipping and pasting
paragraphs for the ensuing Saturday’s issue. He cut
down the parliamentary speeches, giving due favouritism
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to the orators of the Pall Mall G'azette party, and meagre
outlines of their opponents’ discourses. If the leading
public men on the side of the Pall Mall Gazette gave enter-
tainments, you may be sure they were duly chronicled in
the fashionable intelligence ; if one of their party wrote a
book it was pretty sure to get praise from the critic. I
am speaking of simple old days, you understand. Of
course there is no puffing, or jobbing, or false praise, or
unfair censure now. Every critic knows what he is
writing about, and writes with no aim but to tell truth.

Thus Philip, the dandy of two years back, was con-
tent to wear the shabbiest old coat ; Philip, the Philippus
of one-and-twenty, who rode showy horses, and rejoiced
to display his horse and person in the Park, now humbly
took his place in an omnibus, and only on occasions
indulged in a cab. From the roof of the larger vehicle
he would salute his friends with perfect affability, and
stare down on his aunt as she passed in her barouche.
He never could be quite made to acknowledge that she
purposely would not see him : or he would attribute her
blindness to the quarrel which they had had, not to his
poverty and present position. As for his cousin Ring-
wood, “That fellow would commit any baseness,”
Philip acknowledged ; ““and it is I who have cut Aim,”
our friend averred.

A real danger was lest our friend should in his
poverty become more haughty and insolent than he had -
been in his days of better fortune, and that he should
make companions of men who were not his equals.
Whether was it better for him to be slighted in a
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fashionable club, or to swagger at the head of the
company in a tavern parlour? This was the danger we
might fear for Firmin. It was impossible not to con-
fess that he was choosing to take a lower place in the
world than that to which he had been born.

Do you mean that Philip is lowered, because he is

poor ? ” asked an angry lady, to whom this remark was
made by her husband—man and wife being both very
good friends to Mr. Firmin.
- %My dear,” replies the worldling of a husband,
“ suppose Philip were to take a fancy to buy a donkey
and sell cabbages? He would be doing no harm; but
there is no doubt he would lower himself in the world’s
estimation.”

“ Lower himself!” says the lady, with a toss of her
head. “No man lowers himself by pursuing an honest
calling. No man!”

“Very good. There is Grundsell, the greengrocer,
out of Tuthill Street, who waits at our dinners. In-
stead of asking him to wait, we should beg him to sit
down at table; or perhaps we should wait, and stand
with a napkin behind Grundsell.”

¢ Nonsense!”

“ Grundsell’s calling is strictly honest, unless he
.abuses his opportunities, and smuggles away——"

¢« ——smuggles away stuff and nonsense!”

“Very good; Grundsell is not a fitting companion,
‘then, for us, or the nine little Grundsells for our
children. Then why should Philip give up the friends
of his youth, and forsake a club for a tavern parlour?
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You can’t say our little friend, Mrs. Brandon, good as
she is, is a fitting compani&n for him ?

«If he had a good little wife, he would have a com-
panion of his own degree; and he would be twice as
happy ; and he would be out of all danger and tempta-
tion—and the best thing he can do is to marry directly!”
cries the lady. “ And, my dear, I think I shall write
to Charlotte and ask her to come and stay with us.”

There was no withstanding this argument. As long
as Charlotte was with us we were sure that Philip
would be out of harm’s way, and seek for no other
company. There was a snug little bedroom close by
the quarters inhabited by our own children. My wife
pleased herself by adorning this chamber, and uncle Mac
happening to come to London on business about this
time, the young lady came over to us under his convoy,
and I should like to describe the meeting between her
and Mr. Philip in our parlour. No doubt it was very
edifying. But my wife and I were not present, vous
concevez. We only heard one shout of surprise and
delight from Philip as he went into the room where the
young lady was waiting. We had but said, “Go into
the parlour, Philip. You will find your old friend,
Major Mac, there. He has come to London on busi-
ness, and has news of——" There was no need to
speak, for here Philip straightway bounced into the
room.

And then came the shout. And then out came Major
Mac, with such a droll twinkle in his eyes! What
artifices and hypocrisies had we not to practise
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previously, so as to keep our secret from our children,
who assuredly would have discovered it! I must
tell you that the paterfamilias had guarded against the
innocent prattle and inquiries of the children regarding
the preparation of the little bedroom, by informing
them that it was intended for Miss Grigsby, the
governess, with whose advent they had long been
threatened. And one of our girls, when the uncon-
scious Philip arrived, said, ¢ Philip, if you go into the
parlour, you will find Miss Grigsby, the governess, there.”
And then Philip entered into that parlour, and then
arose that shout, and then out came uncle Mac, and
then, &c. &c. And we called Charlotte Miss Grigsby
all dinner-time; and we called her Miss Grigsby next
day; and the more we called her Miss Grigsby the
more we all laughed. And the baby, who could not
speak plain yet, called her Miss Gibby, and laughed
loudest .of all; and it was such fun. But I think
Philip and Charlotte had the best of the fun, my
dears, though they may not have laughed quite so
loud as we did.

As for Mrs. Brandon, who, you may be sure,
speedily came to pay us a visit, Charlotte blushed,
and looked quite beautiful when she went up and
kissed the Little Sister. “He Aave told you about
me, then !” she said, in her soft little voice, smoothing
the young lady’s brown hair. ¢ Should I have known
him at all but for you, and did you not save his life
for me when he was ill ?” asked Miss Baynes. ¢ And
mayn’t I love everybody who loves him?” she asked.
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And we left these women alone for a quarter of an hour,
during which they became the most intimate friends in
the world. And all our household, great and small,
including the nurse (a woman of a most jealous,
domineering, and uncomfortable fidelity), thought well
of our gentle young guest, and welcomed Miss Grigsby.

Charlotte, you see, is not so exceedingly handsome
as to cause other women to perjure themselves by
protesting that she is no great things after all. At
the period with which we are concerned, she certainly
had a lovely complexion, which her black dress set off,
perhaps. And when Philip used to come into the room,
she had always a fine garland of roses ready to offer
him, and growing upon her cheeks, the moment he
appeared. Her manners are so entirely unaffected
and simple that they can’t be otherwise than good:
for is she not grateful, truthful, unconscious of self,
easily pleased, and interested in others? Is she very
witty ? I never said so—though that she appreciated
some men’s wit (whose names need not be mentioned)
I cannot doubt. I say,” cries Philip, on that
memorable first night of her arrival, and when she
and other ladies had gone to bed, “by George! isn’t
she glorious, I say! What can I have done to win
such a pure little heart as that? Non sum dignus. Tt
is too much happiness—too much, by George!” And
his voice breaks behind his pipe, and he squeezes two
fists into eyes that are brimful of joy and thanks.
Where Fortune bestows such a bounty -as this, I
think we need not pity a man for what she withdraws,
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As Philip walks away at midnight (walks away? is
turned out of doors; or surely he would have gone on
talking till dawn), with the rain beating in his face, and
fifty or a hundred pounds for all his fortune in his
pocket, I think there goes one of the happiest of
men—the happiest and richest. For is he not possessor
of a treasure which he could not buy, or would not sell,
for all the wealth of the world ?

My wife may say what she will, but she assuredly is
answerable for the invitation to Miss Baynes, and for
all that ensued in consequence. At a hint that she
would be a welcome guest in our house, in London,
where all her heart and treasure lay, Charlotte Baynes
gave up straightway her dear aunt, at Tours, who had
been kind to her ; her dear uncle, her dear mamma, and
all her dear brothers—following that natural law which
ordains that a woman, under certain circumstances,
shall resign home, parents, brothers, sisters, for the
sake of that onme individual who is henceforth to be
dearer to her than all. Mrs. Baynes, the widow,
growled a complaint at her daughter’s ingratitude,
but did not refuse her consent. She may have known
that little Hely, Charlotte’s volatile admirer, had
fluttered off to another flower by this time, and that
a pursuit of that butterfly was in vain: or she may
have heard that he was going to pass the spring—the
butterfly season—in London, and hoped that he per-
chance might again light on her girl. Howbeit, she
was glad enough that her daughter should accept an
invitation to our house, and owned that as yet the
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poor child’s share of this life’s pleasures had been
but small. Charlotte’s modest little trunks were again
packed, then, and the poor child was sent off, I won’t
say with how small a provision of pocket-money, by her
mother. But the thrifty woman had but little, and of
it was determined to give as little as she could.
“Heaven will provide for my child,” she would
piously say; and hence interfered very little with
those agents whom heaven sent to befriend her children.

“ Her mother told Charlotte that she would send
her some money next Tuesday,” the major told us;
“but, between ourselves, I doubt whether she will.
Between ourselves, my sister-in-law is always going
to give money next Tuesday: but somehow Wednesday
comes, and the money has not arrived. I could not
let the little maid be without a few guineas, and have
provided her out of a half-pay purse; but mark me,
that pay-day Tuesday will never come.” Shall I deny
or confirm the worthy major’s statement? Thus far
I will say, that Tuesday most certainly came; and a
letter from her mamma to Charlotte, which said that
one of her brothers and a younger sister were going to
stay with aunt Mac; and that as Char was so happy
with her most hospitable and kind friends, a fond
widowed mother, who had given up all pleasures
for herself, would not interfere to prevent a darling
child’s happiness.

It has been said that three women, whose names have
been given up, were conspiring in the behalf of this
young person and the young man her sweetheart.

A—
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Three days after Charlotte’s arrival at our house, my
wife persists in thinking that a drive into the country
would do the child good, orders a brougham, dresses
Charlotte in her best; and trots away to see Mrs.
Mugford at Hampstead. Mrs. Brandon is at Mrs.
Mugford’s, of course quite by chance: and I feel sure
that Charlotte’s friend compliments Mrs. Mugford upon
her garden, upon her nursery, upon her luncheon, upon
everything that is hers. “ Why, dear me,” says Mrs.
Mugford (as the ladies discourse upon a certain subject),
“what does it matter? Me and Mugford married on
two pound a week ; and on two pound a week my dear
eldest children were born. It was a hard struggle
sometimes, but we were all the happier for it; and
I'm sure if a man won’t risk a little he don’t deserve
much. I know I would risk, if I were a man, to marry
such a pretty young dear. And I should take a young
man to be but a mean-spirited fellow who waited and
went shilly-shallying when he had but to say the word
and be happy. I thought Mr. F. was a brave,
courageous gentleman, I did, Mrs. Brandon. Do you
want me for to have a bad opinion of him? My dear,
a little of that cream. It’s very good. We ’ad a dinner
yesterday, and a cook down from town, on purpose.”
This speech, with appropriate imitations of voice and
gesture, was repeated to the present biographer by the
present biographer’s wife, and he now began to see
in what webs and meshes of conspiracy these artful
women had enveloped the subject of the present

biography.
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Like Mrs. Brandon, and the other matron, Charlotte’s
friend, Mrs. Mugford, became interested in the gentle
young creature, and kissed her kindly, and made her a
present on going away. It was a brooch in the shape
of a thistle, if I remember aright, set with amethysts
and a lovely Scottish stone called, I believe, a carum-
gorum. “ She ain’t no style about her: and I confess,
from a general’s daughter, brought up on the Conti-
nent, I should have expected better. But we'll show
her a little of the world and the opera, Brandon, and
she'll do very well, of that I make no donbt” And
Mrs. Mugford took Miss Baynes to the opera, and
pointed out the other people of fashion there assembled.
And delighted Charlotte was. I make no doubt there
was a young gentleman of our acquaintance at the back
of the box who was very happy too. And this year,
Philip’s kinsman’s wife, LApY RiNawoop, had a box, in
which Philip saw her and her daughters, and little
Ringwood Twysden paying assiduous court to her
ladyship. They met in the crush-room by chance
again, and Lady Ringwood looked hard at Philip and
the blushing young lady on his arm. And it happened
that Mrs. Mugford’s carriage—the little one-horse trap
which opens and shuts so conveniently—and Lady
Ringwood’s tall, emblazoned chariot of state, stopped
the way together. And from the tall emblazoned
chariot the ladies looked not unkindly at the trap
which contained the beloved of Philip’s heart: and the
carriages departed each on its way: and Ringwood
Twysden, seeing 'his cousin advancing towards him,
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turned very pale, and dodged at a double quick down
an arcade. But he need not have been afraid of Philip.
Mr. Firmin’s heart was all softness and benevolence at
that time. He was thinking of those sweet, sweet eyes
that had just glanced to him a tender good-night; of
that little hand which a moment since had hung with
fond pressure on his arm. Do you suppose in such a
frame of mind he had leisure to think of a nauseous
little reptile crawling behind him? He was so happy
that night, that Philip was King Philip again. And he
went to the Haunt, and sang his song of Garry-owen-
na-gloria, and greeted the boys assembled, and spent at

least three shillings over his supper and drinks. But
the next day being Sunday, Mr. Firmin was at West-
minster Abbey, listening to the sweet church chants,
by the side of the very same young person whom he
had escorted to the opera on the night before. They
sate together so close that one must have heard exactly
as well as the other. I daresay it is edifying to listen
to anthems & deuz. And how complimentary to the
clergyman to have to wish that the sermon was longer !
Through the vast cathedral aisles the organ notes peal
gloriously. Ruby and topaz and amethysts blaze from
the great church windows. Under the tall arcades the
young people went together. Hand in hand they passed,
and thought no ill.

Do gentle readers begin to tire of this spectacle of
billing and cooing? I have tried to describe Mr. Philip’s
love affairs with as few words and in as modest phrases
as may be—omitting the raptures, the passionate vows,
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these young people, as with Mr. Philip and Miss Char-
lotte, all occurrences of life seem to have reference to
that event which forms the subject of their perpetual
longing and contemplation. There is the doctor’s
brougham driving away, and Imogene says to Alonzo,
“ What anguish I shall have if you are ill!” Then
there is the carpenter putting up the hatchment. ¢ Ah,
my love, if you were to die, I think they might put up
a hatchment for both of us,” says Alonzo, with a killing
sigh. Both sympathize with Mary and the baker’s boy
whispering over the railings. Go to, gentle baker’s boy,
we also know what it is to love!

The whole soul and strength of Charlotte and Philip
being bent upon marriage, I take leave to put in a docu-~
ment which Philip received at this time; and can
imagine that it occasioned no little sensation :—

Astor House, New York.

“ AND so you are returned to the great city—to the
Jumum, the strepitum, and 1 sincerely hope the opes of
our Rome! Your own letters are but brief; but I
have an occasional correspondent (there are few, alas!
who remember the exile!) who keeps me au courant
of my Philip’s history, and tells me that you are indus-
trious, that you are cheerful, that you prosper. Cheer-
fulness is the companion of Industry, Prosperity their
offspring. That that prosperity may attain the fullest
growth, is an absent father’s fondest prayer! Perhaps
ere long I shall be able to announce to you that I too
am prospering. I am engaged in pursuing a scientific



EXUL PATRLE. 45

discovery here (it is medical, and connected with my
own profession), of which the results ought to lead to
Fortune, unless the jade has for ever deserted George
Brand Firmin! So you have embarked in the drudgery
of the press, and have become a member of the fourth
estate. It has been despised, and press-man and poverty
were for a long time supposed to be synonymous. But
the power, the wealth of the press are daily developing,
and they will increase yet further. I confess I should
have liked to hear that my Philip was pursuing his
profession of the bar, at which honour, splendid com-
petence, nay, aristocratic rank, are the prizes of the
bold, the industrious, and the deserving. Why should
you not—should I not—still hope that you may gain
legal eminence and position? A father who has had
much to suffer, who is descending the vale of years
alone and in a distant land, would be soothed in his
exile if he thought his son would one day be able to
repair the shattered fortunes of his race. But it is
not yet, I fondly think, too late. You may yet qualify
for the bar, and one of its prizes may fall to you. I
confess it was not without a pang of grief I heard
from our kind little friend Mrs. B., you were studying
shorthand in order to become a newspaper reporter.
And has Fortune, then, been so relentless to me, that
my son is to be compelled to follow such a calling?
I shall try and be resigned. I had hoped higher things
for you—for me. .

“ My dear boy, with regard to your romantic attach-
ment for Miss Baynes, which our good little Brandon
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narrates to me, in her peculiar orthography, but with
much touching simplicity,—I make it a rule not to say
a word of comment, of warning, or remonstrance. As
sure as you are your father’s son, you will take your
own line in any matter of attachment to a woman, and
all the fathers in the world won’t stop you. In Philip
of four-and-twenty I recognize his father thirty years
ago. My father scolded, entreated, quarrelled with me,
never forgave me. I will learn to be more generous
towards my son. I may grieve, but I bear you no
malice. If ever I achieve wealth again, you shall not
be deprived of it. I suffered so myself from a harsh
father, that I will never be one to my son !

“ As you have put on the livery of the Muses, and
regularly entered yourself of the Fraternity of the Press,
what say you to a little addition to your income by
letters addressed to my friend, the editor of the new
journal, called here the Gazette of the Upper Ten Thou-
sand. It is the fashionable journal published here; and
your qualifications are precisely those which would make
your services valuable as a contributor.  Doctor
Geraldine, the editor, is not, I believe, a relative of
the Leinster family, but a self-made man, who arrived
in this country some years since, poor, and an exile
from his native country. He advocates Repeal politics
in Ireland; but with these of course you need have
nothing to do. And he is much too liberal to expect
these from his contributors. I have been of service
professionally to Mrs. Geraldine and himself. My friend
of the Emerald introduced me to the doctor. Terrible

-
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enemies in print,in private they are perfectly good friends,
and the little passages of arms between the two jour-
nalists serve rather to amuse than to irritate. ¢The
grocer’s boy from Ormond Quay’ (Geraldine once, it
appears, engaged in that useful but humble calling},
and the ¢miscreant from Cork’ (the editor of the
Emerald comes from that city) assail each other in
public, but drink whiskey-and-water galore in private.
If you write for Geraldine, of course you will say
nothing disrespectful about grocers’ boys. His dollars
are good silver, of that you may be sare. Dr. G. knows
a part of your history: he knows that you are now
fairly engaged in literary pursuits; that you are a
man of education, a gentleman, a man of the world,
a man of courage. I have answered for your pos-
sessing all these qualities. (The doctor, in his droll,
humorous way, said that if you were a chip of the
old block you would be just what he called ¢ the grit.’)
Political treatises are not so much wanted as personal
news regarding the notabilities of London, and these,
I assured him, you were the very man to be able to
furnish. You, who know everybody ; who have lived
with the great world—the world of lawyers, the world
of artists, the world of the university—have already
had an experience which few gentlemen of the press
can boast of, and may turn that experience to profit.
Suppose you were to trust a little to your imagination
in composing these letters? there can be no harm in
being poetical. Suppose an intelligent correspondent
writes that he has met the D-ke of W-ll-ngt-n, had
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a- private interview with the Pr-m-r, and so forth, who
is to say him nay? And this is the kind of talk our
gobemouches of New York delight in. My worthy
friend, Doctor Geraldine, for example (between our-
selves his name is Finnigan, but his private history
is strictly entre nous,) when he first came to New. York
astonished the people by the copiousness of his anec-
dotes regarding the English aristocracy, of whom he
knows as much as he does of the Court of Pekin. He
was smart, ready, sarcastic, amusing ; he found readers:
from one success he advanced to another, and the
Gazette of the Upper Ten Thousand is likely to make
this worthy man’s fortune. You really may be service-
able to him, and may justly earn the liberal remuneration
which he offers for a weekly letter. Anecdotes of men
and women of fashion—the more gay and lively the
more welcome—the quicquid agunt homines, in a word,
' —should be the farrago libelli. Who are the reigning
beauties of London? (and Beauty, you know, has a
rank and fashion of its own.) Has any one lately won
or lost on the turf or at play? What are the clubs
talking about? Are there any duels? What is the
last scandal ? Does the good old duke keep his health ?
Is that affair over between the Duchess of This and
Captain That ? ‘

“Such is the information which our dadauds here
like to have, and for which my friend the doctor will
pay at the rate of dollars per letter. Your name
need not appear at all. The remuneration is certain.
Cest & prendre ou & laisser, as our lively neighbours say.
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Write in the first place in confidence to me; and in
whom can you confide more safely than in your father?
“You will, of course, pay your respects to your
relative the new lord of Ringwood. For a young man
whose family is so powerful as yours, there can surely
be no derogation in entertaining some feudal respect,
and who knows whether and how soon Sir John Ring-
wood may. be able to help his cousin? By the way,
Sir John is a Whig, and your paper is a Conservative.
But you are, above all, homme du monde. In such a
subordinate place as you occupy with the Pall Mall
Gazette, a man’s private politics do not surely count at
all. If Sir. John Ringwood, your kinsman, sees any
way of helping you, so much the better, and of course
your politics will be those of your family. I have no
knowledge of him. He was a very quiet man at
college, where, I regret to say, your father’s friends
were not ‘of the. quiet sort at all. I trust I have
repented.. I have sown my wild oats. And ah! how
pleased I shall be to hear that my Philip has ‘bent Ads
proud head a little, and is ready to submit more than
he used of old to the customs of the world. .Call upon
Sir John, then. As a Whig gentleman of large estate,
I need not tell you that he will expect respect from you.
He is your kinsman; the representative of your grand-
father’s gallant and noble race. He bears the name
your mother bore. To ker my Philip was always
gentle, and for her sake you will comply with the
wishes of your affectionate father,
: , “G.B. F.”

VOL. IIL 44
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%] have not said a word of compliment to made-
moiselle. I wish her so well that I own I wish she
were about to marry a richer suitor than my dear son.
Will fortune ever permit me to embrace my danghter-
in-law, and take your children on my knee? You will
speak kindly to them of their grandfather, will you not?
Poor General Baynes, I have heard, used violent and
unseemly language regarding me, which I most heartily
pardon. I am grateful when I think that I never did
General B. an injury: grateful and proud to accept
benefits from my own son. These I treasure up in my
heart; and still hope I shall be able to repay with
something more substantial than my fondest prayers.
Give my best wishes, then, to Miss Charlotte, and try
and teach her to think kindly of her Philip's father.”

Miss Charlotte Baynes, who kept the name of Miss
Grigsby, the governess, amongst all the roguish children
of a facetious father, was with us one month, and her
mamma. expressed great cheerfulness at her absence,
and at the thought that she had found such good
friends. After two months, her uncle Major Mac-
Whirter, returned from visiting his relations in the
North, and offered to take his niece back to France
again. He made this proposition with the jolliest air
in the world, and as if his niece would jump for joy to
go back to her mother. But to the major’s astonish-
ment, Miss Baynes turned quite pale, ran to her hostess,
flung herself into that lady’s arms, and then there began
an osculatory performance which perfectly astonished
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the good major. Charlotte’s friend, holding Miss Baynes
tight in her embrace, looked fiercely at the major over
the girl’s shoulder, and defied him to take her away
from that sanctuary.

¢ Oh, you dear, good dear friend!” Charlotte gurgled
out, and sobbed I know not what more expressions of
fondness and gratitude.

But the truth is, that two sisters, or mother and
danghter, conld not love each other more heartily than
these two personages. Mother and daughter forsooth !
You should have seen Charlotte’s piteous look when
sometimes the conviction would come on her that she
ought at length to go home to mamma; such a look as
I can fancy Iphigenia casting on Agamemnon, when, in
obedience to a painfal sense of duty, he was about to—
to use the sacrificial knife. No, we all loved her. The
children would howl at the idea of parting with their
Miss Grigsby. Charlotte, in return, helped them to
very pretty lessons in music and French—served hot, as
it were, from her own recent studies at Tours—and a
good daily governess operated on the rest of their edu-
cation to everybody’s satisfaction.

And so months rolled on and our young favourite
still remained with us. Mamma fed the little maid’s
purse with occasional remittances; and begged her
hostess to supply her with all necessary articles from
the milliner. Afterwards, it is true, Mrs. General
Baynes * * But why enter upon these painful family
disputes in a chapter which has been devoted to sen-
timent ?

44—2
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As soon as Mr. Firmin received the letter above
faithfully copied (with the exception of the pecuniary
offer, which I do not consider myself at liberty to
divulge), he hurried down from Thornhaugh Street to
Westminster. He dashed by Buttons, the page, he took
no notice of my wondering wife at the drawing-room
door; he rushed to the second floor, bursting open the
school-room door, where Charlotte was teaching our
dear third daunghter to play In my Cottage near a Wood.

¢ Charlotte! Charlotte!” he cried out.

“La, Philip! don’t you see Miss Grigsby is giving us
lessons ?” said the children.

But he would not listen to those wags, and still
beckoned Charlotte to him. That young woman rose
up and followed him out of the door, as, indeed, she
would have followed him out of the window ; and there,
on the stairs, they read Dr. Firmin’s letter, with their
heads quite close together, you understand.

“Two hundred a year more,”.said Philip, his heart
throbbing so that hé could hardly speak; “and your
fifty—and two hundred the Gazette—and ”

«Qh, Philip!” was all Charlotte could say, and
then—— There was a pretty group for the children
to see, and for an artist to draw!
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CHAPTER IIL
WAYS AND MEANS.

OF course any man of the world, who is possessed of
decent prudence, will perceive that the idea of marrying
on four hundred and fifty pounds a year so secured as
was Master Philip’s income, was preposterous and .
absurd. In the first place, you cant live on four
hundred and fifty pounds a year, that is a certainty.
People do live on less, I believe. But a life without a
brougham, without a decent house, without claret for
dinner, and a footman to wait, can hardly be called
existence. Philip’s income might fail any day. He
might not please the American paper. He might
quarrel with the Pall Mall Gazette. And then what
would remain to him? Only poor little Charlotte’s
fifty pounds a year! So Philip’s most intimate male
friend—a man of the world, and with a good deal of
experience—argued. Of course I was not surprised
that Philip did not choose to take my advice: though I
did not expect he would become so violently angry,
call names almost, and use most rude expressions, when,
at his express desire, this advice was tendered to him.
If he did not want it, why did he ask for it? The
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advice might be unwelcome to him, but why did he
choose to tell me at my own table, over my own claret,
that it was the advice of a sneak and a worldling? My
good fellow, that claret, though it is a second growth,
and I can afford no better, costs seventy-two shillings a
dozen. How much is six times three hundred and
sixty-five? A bottle a day is the least you can calculate
(the fellow would come to my house and drink two
bottles to himself, with the utmost nonchalance). A
bottle per diem of that light claret—of that second-
growth stuff—costs one hundred and four guineas a
year, do you understand ? or, to speak plainly with you,
- one hundred and nine pounds four shillings !

“ Well,” says Philip, “aprés? Well do without.
Meantime I will take what I can get!” and he tosses
off about a pint as he speaks (these mousseline glasses
are not only enormous, but they break by dozens.) He
tosses off a pint of my Larose, and gives a great roar of
langhter, as if he had said a good thing.

Philip Firmin ¢ coarse and offensive at times, and
Bickerton in holding this opinion is not altogether wrong.

“TIl drink claret when I come to you, old boy,”
he says, grinning ; “and at home I will have whiskey-
and-water.”

¢ But suppose Charlotte is ordered claret ?”

“ Well, she can have it,” says this liberal lover; “a
bottle will last her a week.”

% Don’t you see,” I shriek out, “that even a bottle a
week costs something like—sixty by fifty-two—eighteen
pounds a year?” (I own it is really only fifieen
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twelve; but, in the hurry of argument, a man may
stretch a figure or so.) ¢ Eighteen pounds for Char-
lotte’s claret ; as much, at least, you great boozy toper,
for your whisky and beer. Why, you. actually want a
tenth part of your income for the liquor you consume!
And then clothes; and then lodging ; and then coals;
and then doctor’s bills; and then pocket-money; and
then sea-side for the little dears. Just have the kind-
ness to add these things up, and you will find that you
have about two-and-ninepence left to pay the grocer
and the butcher.” .
“ What you call prudence,” says Philip, thumping
the table, and, of course, breaking a glass, “I call
cowardice—I call blasphemy! Do you mean, as a
Christian man, to tell me that two young people, and a
family if it should please heaven to send them one,
cannot subsist upon five hundred pounds a year?
Look round, sir, at the myriads of God’s creatures who
live, love, are happy and poer, and be ashamed of the
wicked doubt which you utter!” And he starts up,
and strides up and down the dining-room, curling his
flaming moustache, and rings the bell fiercely, and
says, “Johnson, I've broke a glass. Get me another.”
In the drawing-room, my wife asks what we two were
fighting about? And, as Charlotte is up-stairs, telling
the children stories as they are put to bed, or writing to.
her dear mamma, or what not, our friend bursts out
with more rude and violent expressions than he had
used in the dining-room over my glasses which he was.
smashing, tells my own wife that I am an atheist, or at
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best a miserable sceptic and Sadducee: that I doubt of
the goodness of heaven, and am not thankful for my
daily bread. And, with one of her kindling looks
directed towards the young man, of course my wife
sides with him. Miss Char presently came down from
the young folks, and went to the piano, and played us
Beethoven’s Dream of Saint Jerome, which always
soothes me, and charms me, so that I fancy it is a poem
of Tennyson in music. And our children, as they sink
off to sleep over-head, like to hear soft music, which
soothes them into slumber, Miss Baynes says. And
Miss Charlotte looks very pretty at her piano: and
Philip lies gazing at her, with his great feet and hands
tumbled over one of our arm-chairs. And the music,
with its solemn cheer, makes us all very happy and
kind-hearted, and ennobles us somehow as we listen.
And my wife wears her benedictory look whenever she
turns towards these young people. She has worked
herself up to the opinion that yonder couple ought to
marry. She can give chapter and verse for her belief.
To doubt about the matter at all is wicked according to
her notions. And there are certain points upon which,
I humbly own, that I don’t dare to argue with her.
‘When the women of the house have settled a matter,
is there much use in man’s resistance? If my harem
orders that I shall wear a yellow coat and pink trousers,
I know that, before three months are over, I shall be
walking about in rose-tendre and canary-coloured gar-
ments. It is the perseverance which conquers, -the
daily return to the object desired. Take my advice,
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my dear sir, when you see your womankind resolute
about a matter, give up at once, and have a quiet life.
Perhaps to one of these evening entertainments, where
Miss Baynes played the piano, as she did very pleasantly,
and Mr. Philip’s great clumsy fist turned the leaves,
little Mrs. Brandon would come tripping in, and as she
surveyed the young couple, her remark would be,
“Did you ever see a better suited couple ?” When I
came home from chambers, and passed the dining-room
door, my eldest daughter with a knowing face would
bar the way and say, ¢ You mustn’t go in there, papa!
Miss Grigsby is there, and Master Philip is not to be
disturbed at his lessons!” Mrs. Mugford had begun
to arrange marriages between her young people and
ours from the very first day she saw us; and Mrs. M.’s
ch. filly Toddles, rising two years, and our three-year
old colt Billyboy, were rehearsing in the nursery the
endless little comedy which the grown-up young
persons were performing in the drawing-room.

With the greatest frankness Mrs. Mugford gave her
opinion that Philip, with four or five hundred a year,
would be no better than a sneak if he delayed to marry.
How much had she and Mugford when they married,
she would like to know? ¢ Emily Street, Pentonville,
was where we had apartments,” she remarked; we
were pinched sometimes; but we owed nothing: and
our housekeeping books I can show you.” I believe
Mrs. M. actually brought these dingy relics of her
honeymoon for my wife’s inspection. I tell you, my
house was peopled with these friends of matrimony.
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Flies were for ever in requisition, and our boys were
very sulky at having to sit for an hour at Shoolbred’s,
while certain ladies lingered there over blankets, table-
cloths, and what not. Once I found my wife and
Charlotte flitting about Wardour Street, the former
lady much interested in a great Dutch cabinet, with
a glass eupboard and corpulent drawers. And that
cabinet was, ere long, carted off to Mrs. Brandon’s,
Thornhaugh Street; and in that glass cupboard there
was presently to be seen a neat set of china for tea and
breakfast. The end was approaching. That event,
with which the third volume of the old mnovels used
to close, was at hand. I am afraid our young people
can’t drive off from St. George’s in a chaise and four,
and that no noble relative will lend them his castle for
the honeymoon. Well: some people cannot drive to
happiness, even with four horses; and other folks can
reach the goal on foot. My venerable Muse stoops
down, unlooses her cothurnus with some difficulty, and
prepares to fling that old shoe after the pair.

Tell, venerable Muse! what were the marriage gifts
which friendship provided for Philip and Charlotte ?
Philip’s cousin, Ringwood Twysden, came simpering
up to me at Bays’s Club one afternoon, and said: «I
hear my precious cousin is going to marry. I think I
shall send him a broom te sweep a crossin’.” I was
nearly going to say, “This was a piece of generosity
to be expected from your father’s son ;” but the fact is,
that I did not think of this withering repartee until I
was crossing St. James’s Park on my way home, when
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Twysden of course was out of ear-shot. A great
number of my best witticisms have been a little late
in making their appearance in the world. If we could
but hear the unspoken jokes, how we should all laugh ;
if we eould but speak them, how witty we should be!
When you have left the room, you have no notion what
clever things I was going to say when you balked me
by going away. Well, then, the fact is, the Twysden’s
family gave Philip nothing on his marriage, being the
exact sum of regard which they professed to have for him.

Mzs. Major MacWHIRTER gave the bride an Indian
brooch, representing the Taj Mahal at Agra, which
General Baynes had given to his sister-in-law in old
days. At a later period, it is true, Mrs. Mac asked
Charlotte for the brooch back again ; but this was when
many family quarrels had raged between thé relatives—
quarrels which to describe at length would be to tax too
much the writer and the readers of this history.

Mgs. MuaForp presented an elegant plated coffee-pot,
six drawing-room almanacs (spoils of the Pall Mall
Gazette), and fourteen richly cut jelly-glasses, most
useful for negus, if the young couple gave evening
parties, which dinners they would not be able to afford.

Mzs. Braxoox made an offering of two tablecloths
and twelve dinner napkins, most beautifully worked,
and I don’t know how much house linen.

Tae Lapy or tHE PreseNt Wrirer—Twelve tea-
spoons in bullion, and a pair of sugar-tongs. Mrs.
Baynes, Philip’s mother-in-law, sent him also a pair of
sugar-tongs, of a light manufacture, easily broken. He
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keeps a tong to the present day, and speaks very satiri-
cally regarding that relic.

Prmre’s Inn or Covrr—A bill for commons and Inn
taxes, with the Treasurer’s compliments.

And these, I think, formed the items of poor little
Charlotte’s meagre trousseau. Before Cinderella went
to the ball she was almost as rich as our little maid.
Charlotte’s mother sent a grim consent to the child’s
marriage, but declined herself to attend it. She was
ailing and poor. Her year’s widowhood was just over.
She had her other children to look after. My impres-
sion is that Mrs. Baynes thought that she could be out
of Philip’s power so long as she remained abroad, and
that the general’s savings would be secure from him.
So she delegated her authority to Philip’s friends in
London, and sent her daughter a moderate wish for her
happiness, which may or may not have profited the
young people.

“ Well, my dear? You are rich compared to what I
was, when I married,” little Mrs. Brandon said to her
young friend. “You will have a good husband. That
is more than I had. You will have good friends; and
I was almost alone for a time, until it pleased God to
befriend me.” It was not without a feeling of awe that
we saw these young people commence that voyage of
life on which henceforth they were to journey together ;
and I am sure that of the small company who accom-
panied them to the silent little chapel where they were
joined in marriage there was not one who did not
follow them with tender good wishes and heartfelt
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prayers. They had a little purse provided for a month’s
holiday. They had health, hope, good spirits, good
friends. I have never learned that life’s trials were
over after marriage; only lucky is he who has a
loving companion to share them. As for the lady
with whom Charlotte had stayed before her marriage,
she was in a state of the most lachrymose sentimen-
tality. She sate on the bed in the chamber which the
little maid had vacated. Her tears flowed copiously.
She knew not why, she could not tell how the girl had
wound herself round her maternal heart. And I think
if heaven had decreed this young creature should be
poor, it had sent her many blessings and treasures in
compensation.

Every respectable man and woman in London will,
of course, pity these young people, and reprobate the
mad risk which they were running, and yet, by the
influence and example of a sentimental wife probably,
so madly sentimental have I become, that I own some-
times I almost fancy these misguided wretches are to be
envied. :

A melancholy little chapel it is where they were
married, and stands hard by our house. We did not
decorate the church with flowers, or adorn the beadles
with white ribbons. We had, I must confess, a dreary
little breakfast, not in the least enlivened by Mugford’s
jokes, who would make a speech de circonstance, which
was not, I am thankful to say, reported in the Pall
Mall Gazette. * We shan’t charge you for advertising
the marriage there, my dear,” Mrs. Mugford said.
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¢ And I've already took it myself to Mr. Burjoyce.”
Mrs. Mugford had insisted upon pimming a large white
favour upon John, who drove *from Hampstead: but
that was the only ornament present at the nuptial
ceremony, much to the disappointment of the good
lady. There was a very pretty cake, with two doves
in sugar, on the top, which the Little Sister made and
sent, and no other hymeneal emblem. Our little girls
as bridesmaids appeared, to be sure, in new bonnets and
dresses, but everybody else looked so quiet and demure,
that when we went into the church, three or four street
urchins knocking about the gate, said, ¢ Look at ’em.
They’re going to be 'ung.” And so the words are
spoken, and the indissoluble knot is tied. Amen. For
better, for worse, for good days or evil, love each other,
cling to each other, dear friends, Fulfil your course,
and accomplish your life’s toil. In sorrow, soothe each
other ; in illness, watch and tend. Cheer, fond wife,
the husband’s struggle; lighten his gloomy hours with
your tender smiles, and gladden his home with your
love. Husband, father, whatsoever your lot, be your
heart pure, your life honest. For the sake of those who
bear your name, let no bad action sully it. As you look
at those innocent faces which ever tenderly greet you,
be yours, too, innocent, and your conscience without re-
proach. As the young people kneel before the altar-rail-
ing, some such thoughts as these pass through a friend’s
mind who witnesses the ceremony of their marriage. Is
not all we hear in that place meant to apply to ourselves,
and to be carried away for everyday cogitation ?
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After the ceremony we sign the book, and walk back
demurely to breakfast. And Mrs. Mugford does not
conceal her disappointment at the small preparations
made for the reception of the marriage party. I call
it shabby, Brandon ; and I speak my mind. No favours.
Only your cake. Nospeeches to speak of. No lobster-
salad : and wine on the side-board. I thought your
Queen Square friends knew how to do the thing better !
When one of my gurls is married, I promise you we
shan’t let her go out of the back-door; and at least we
shall have the best four greys that Newman’s can
furnish. It’s my belief your young friend is getting
too fond of money, Brandon, and so I have told Mug-
ford.” But these, you see, were only questions of taste.
Good Mrs. Mugford’s led her to a green satin dress and
a pink turban, when other ladies were in gray or quiet
colours. The intimacy between our twa families
dwindled immediately after Philip’s marriage ; Mrs. M.,
I am sorry to say, setting us down as shabby-genteel
people, and she couldn’t bear screwing—never could !

Well: the speeches were spoken. The bride was
kissed, and departed with her bridegroom: they had
not even a valet and lady’s-maid to bear them company.
The route of the happy pair was to be Canterbury,
Folkestone, Boulogne, Amiens, Paris, and Italy perhaps,
if their little stock of pocket-money would serve them
so far. But the very instant when half was’spent, it was
agreed that these young people should turn their faces
homeward again; and meanwhile the printer and Mug-
ford himself agreed that they would do Mr. Sub-editor’s
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duty. How much had they in the little purse for their
pleasure-journey ? That is no business of ours, surely;
but with youth, health, happiness, love, amongst their
possessions, I don’t think our young friends had need to
be discontented. Away then they drive in their cab to
the railway station. Farewell, and heaven bless you,
Charlotte and Philip! 1have said how I found my wife
crying in her favourite’s vacant bed-room. The mar-
riage table did coldly furnish forth a funeral kind of
dinner. The cold chicken choked us all, and the jelly
was but a sickly compound to my taste, though it was
the Little Sister’s most artful manufacture. I own for
one I was quite miserable. I found no comfort at clubs,
nor could the last new novel fix my attention. I'saw’
Philip’s eyes, and heard the warble of Charlotte’s sweet
voice. I walked off from Bays’s, and through Old
Parr Street, where Philip had lived, and his parents
entertained me as a boy ; and then tramped to Thorn-
haugh Street, rather ashamed of myself. The maid
said mistress was in Mr. Philip’s rooms, the two pair,—
and what was that I heard on the piano as I entered the
apartment? Mrs. Brandon sat there hemming some
chintz window curtains, or bed curtains, or what not:
by her side sate my own eldest girl stitching away very
resolutely ; and at the piano—the Piano which Philip
had bought—there sat my own wife picking out that
Dream of St. Jerome of Beethoven, which Charlotte
used to play so delicately. We had tea out of Philip’s
tea-things, and a nice hot cake, which consoled some of
us, But I have known few evenings more melancholy
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than that. It felt like the first night at school after the
holidays, when we all used to try and appear cheerful,
you know. But ah! how dismal the gaiety was; and
how dreary that lying awake in the night, and thinking
of the happy days just over!

The way in which we looked forward for letters from
our bride and bridegroom was quite a curiosity. At
length a letter arrived from these personages: and as it
contains no secret, I take the liberty to print it in
extenso.

 Amiens, Friday. Paris, Saturday.
¢ DEAREST FrIENDS,—(For the dearest friends you are
to us, and will continue to be as long as we live)—We
perform our promise of writing to you to say that we
are well, and safe, and happy! Philip says'I mustn’t
use dashes, but I can’t kelp it. He says, he supposes I
am dashing off a letter. You know his joking way.
Oh, what a blessing it is to see him so happy! And if
he is happy I am. I tremble to think Aow happy. He
sits opposite me,- smoking his cigar, looking so noble!
I like it, and I went to our room and brought him this
one. Hesays, ¢ Char, if I were to say, bring me your
head, you would order a waiter to cut it off.” Pray, did
I not promise three days ago to love, honour, and obey
him, and am I going to break my promise already? I
hope not. I pray not. All mylife I hope I shall be
trying to keep that promise of mine. We liked Canter-
bury almost as much as dear Westminster. We had an
open carriage and took a glorious drive to Folkestone,
and in the crossing Philip was ill, and I wasn’t. And
VOL. 1IL 45
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he looked very droll; and he was in a dreadfaul bad
humour ; and that was my first appearance as nurse. I
think I should like him to be @ little ill sometimes, so
that I may sit up and take care of him. We went
through the cords at the custom-house at Boulognej
snd I remembered how, two years ago, I passed throngh
those very cords with my poor papa, and /e stood out~
side and saw us! We went to the Hoétel des Bains.
We walked about the town. We went to the Tintel-
leries, where we used to live, and to your house in the
Haute Ville, where I remember everything as if it was
yesterday. Don’t you remember, as we were walking
one day, you said, ¢ Charlotte, there is the steamer
coming, there is the smoke of his funnel ;’ and I said,
¢ What steamer?’ and you said, ¢ The Philip, to be
sure” And he came up, smoking his pipe! We passed
over and over the old grounds where we used to walk,
We went to the pier, and gave money to the poor little
hunchback who plays the guitar, and he said, ¢ Merci,
madame.” How droll it sounded! And that good kind
Marie at the Hotel des Bains remembered us, and called
us ¢ mes enfans.” And if you were not the most good-
natured woman ¢n the world, I think I should be ashamed
to write such nonsense.

«Think of Mrs. Brandon having knitted me a purse,
which she gave me as we went away from dear, dear
Queen Square; and when I opened it, there were five
sovereigns in it! When we found. what the purse con-
tained, Philip used one of his great jurons (as he always
does when he is most tender-hearted), and he said that
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woman was an angel, and that we would keep those five
sovereigns, and never change them. Ah! I am thank-
ful my husband has such friends! I will love all'who
love him—you most of all. For were not you the
means of bringing this noble heart to me? I fancy I
have known bigger people, since I have known you, and
some of your friends. Their talk is simpler, their
thoughts are greater than—those with whom I used to
live. P. says, heaven has given Mrs. Brandon such a
great heart, that she must have a good intellect. If
loving my Philip ‘be wisdom, I know some one who will
be very wise!

-« If T was not in a very great hurry to see mamma,
Philip said we might stop a day at Amiens. And we
went to the Cathedral, and to whom, do you think, it is
dedicated ? to my saint: to SamNtT FeMin! and oh! I
* prayed to heaven to give me strength to devote my life
to my saint's service, to love him always, as a pure, true
wife : in sickness to guard him, in sorrow to soothe him.
I will try and learn and study, not to make my intellect
equal to his—very few women can hope for that—but
that I may better comprehend him, and give him a com-
panion more worthy of him. I wonder whether there
are many men in the world as clever as our husbands?
though Philip is so modest, he says he is not clever
at all. Yet I know he is, and grander somehow than
other men. I said nothing, but I used to listen at Queen
Square ; and some who came who thought best of them-
selves, seemed to me pert, and worldly, and small ; and
some were like princes somehow. My Philip is one of

45—2
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the princes. A, dear friend! may I not give thanks
where thanks are due, that I am chosen to be the wife
of a true gentleman? Kind and brave, and loyal
Philip! Honest and generous—above deceit or selfish
scheme. Oh! I hope it is not wrong to be so happy!

“ We wrote to mamma and dear Madame Smolensk
to say we were coming. Mamma finds Madame de
Valentinois’ boarding-house even dearer than dear
Madame Smolensk’s. I don’t mean a pun! She says
she has found out that Madame de Valentinois’
real name is Cornichon; that she was a person of
the worst character, and that cheating at écarté was
practised at her house. She took up her own two
francs and another two-franc piece from the card-
table, saying that Colonel Boulotte was cheating, and by
rights the money was hers. She is going to leave
Madame de Valentinois at the end of her month, or as -
soon as our children, who have the measles, can move.
She desired that on no account I would come to see her
at Madame V.’s; and she brought Philip 12/ 10s. in
five-franc pieces, which she laid down on the table before
him, and said it was my first quarter’s payment. It is
not due yet, I know. ¢ But do you think I will be be-
holden,’ says she, ¢ to a man like you!” And P. shrugged
his shoulders, and put the rouleau of silver pieces into a
drawer. He did not say a word, but, of course, I saw
he was ill-pleased. ¢ What shall we do with your
fortune, Char ?° he said, when mamma went away. And
a part we spent at the opera and at Véry’s restaurant,
where we took our dear kind Madame Smolensk. Ah,
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how good that woman was to me! Ah, how I suffered
in that house when mamma wanted to part me from
Philip! We walked by and saw the windows of the
room where that horrible, horrible tragedy was per-
formed, and Philip shook his fist at the green jalousies.
¢ Good heavens!’ he said: ¢ how, my darling, how I
was made to suffer there! I bear no malice. I will do
no injury. But I never can forgive: never!” I can
forgive mamma, who made my husband so unhappy ;
but can I love her again? Indeed and indeed I have
tried. Often and often in my dreams that horrid
tragedy is acted over again; and they are taking him
from me, and I feel as if I should die. When I was
with you I used often to be afraid to go to sleep for fear
of that dreadful dream; and I kept one of his letters
under my pillow so that I might hold it in the night.
And now! No one can part us!—oh, no one l—until
the end comes !

¢ He took me about to all his old baclelor haunts; to
the Hbtel Poussin, where he used to live, which is very
dingy but comfortable. And he introduced me to the
landlady, in a Madras handkerchief, and to the landlord
(in earrings and with no coat on), and to the little boy -
who frottes the floors. And he said, ¢ Tiens ’ and ¢merci,
madame !’ as we gave him a five-franc piece out of my
fortune. And then we went to the café opposite the
Bourse, where Philip used to write his letters ; and then
we went to the Palais Royal, where Madame de
Smolensk was in waiting for us. And then we went to
the play. And then we went to Tortoni’s to take ices.
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And then we walked a part of the way home with
Madame Smolensk under a hundred million blazing
stars ; and then we walked down the Champs Elysées’
avenues, by which Philip used to come to me, and
beside the plashing fountains shining under the silver
moon. And, oh, Laura! I wonder under the silver
moon was anybody so happy as your loving and grateful
«C.F.”

% P.S.” [In the handwriting of Philip Firmin, Esq.]
—=¢ MY pEAR Frienps.—I'm so jolly that it seems like a
dream. I have been watching Charlotte scribble,
scribble for an hour past; and wondered and thought, Is
it actually true ? and gone and convinced myself of -the
truth by looking at the paper and the dashes which she
will put under the words. My dear friends, what have
1 done in life that I am to be made a present of a little
angel? Once there was so much wrong in me, and my
heart was so black and revengeful, that I knew not what
might happen to me. She came and rescuned me. The
love of this creature purifies me—and—and I think that
is all. I think I only want to say that I am the happiest
man in Euarope. That Saint Firmin at Amiens!
Didn’t it seem like a good omen? By St. George! I
never heard of St. F. until I lighted on him in the
cathedral. 'When shall we write next? Where shall
we tell you to direct? We don’t know where we are
going. We don’t want letters. But we are not the less
grateful to dear, kind friends; and our names are

P.axp C. F.” -
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CHAPTER 1V.

DESCRIBES A SITUATION INTERESTING BUT NOT
UNEXPECTED.

OnwY very wilful and silly children cry after the moon.
Sensible people who have shed their sweet tooth can’t
be expected to be very much interested about honey.
We may hope Mr. and Mrs. Philip Firmin enjoyed a
pleasant wedding tour and that sort of thing: but as
for chronicling its delights or adventures, Miss Sowerby
and I vote that the task is altogether needless and
immoral. Young people are already- much too senti-
mental, and inclined to idle, maudlin reading. Life is
earnest, Miss Sowerby remarks (with a strong inclina~
tion to spell « earnest” with a large E). Life is labour.
Life is duty. Life is rent. Life is taxes. Life brings
its ills, bills, doctor’s pills. Life is not a mere calendar
of honey and moonshine. Very good. But without
love, Miss Sowerby, life is just death, and I know, my
dear, you would no more care to go on with it, than
with a new chapter of—of our dear friend Boreham’s
new stofy.

Between ourselves, Philip’s humour is not much more
lightsome than that of the ingenious contemporary above
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named ; but if it served to amuse Philip himself, why
balk him of a little sport? Well, then: he wrote us a
a great ream of lumbering pleasantries, dated, Paris,
Thursday. Geneva, Saturday. Summit of Mont
Blanc, Monday. Timbuctoo, Wednesday. Pekin,
Friday—with facetious descriptions of those spots and
cities. He said that in the last-named place, Charlotte’s
shoes being worn out, those which she purchased were
rather tight for her, and the high heels annoyed her.
He stated that the beef at Timbuctoo was not cooked
enough for Charlotte’s taste, and that the Emperor’s
attentions were becoming rather marked, and so forth;
whereas poor little Char’s simple postscripts mentioned
no travelling at all; but averred that they were staying
at Saint Germain, and as happy as the day was long.
As happy as the day was long? As it was short, alas!
Their little purse was very slenderly furnished; and in
a very, very brief holiday, poor Philip’s few napoleons
had almost all rolled away. Luckily, it was pay-day
when the young people came back to London. They
were almost reduced to the Little Sister’s wedding
present: and surely they would rather work than pur-
chase a few hours’ more ease with that poor widow’s
mite.

Who talked and was afraid of poverty? Philip,
with his two newspapers, averred that he had enough;
more than enough ; could save; could put by. It was
at this time that Ridley, the Academician, painted that
sweet picture, No, 1,976-—of course you remember it—
¢ Portrait of a Lady.” He became romantically attached
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to the second-floor lodger; would have no noisy parties
in his rooms, or smoking, lest it should annoy her.
Would Mrs. Firmin desire to give entertainments or
her own? His studio and sitting-room were at her
orders. He fetched and carried. He brought presents,
and theatre-boxes. He was her slave of slaves. And
she gave him back in return for all this romantic adora-
tion a condescending shake of a soft little hand, and a
kind look from a pair of soft eyes, with which the
painter was fain to be content. Low of stature, and of
misshapen form, J. J. thought himself naturally outcast
from marriage and love, and looked in with longing
eyes at the paradise which he was forbidden to enter.
And Mr. Philip sat within this Palace of Delight; and
lolled at his ease, and took his pleasure, and Charlotte
ministered to him. And once in a way, my lord sent
out a crumb of kindness, or a little cup of comfort, to
the outcast at the gate, who blessed his benefactress,
and my lord his benefactor, and was thankful. Charlotte
had not twopence: but she had a little court. It was
the fashion for Philip’s friends to come and bow before
her. Very fine gentlemen who had known him at
college, and forgot him, or sooth to say, thought him
rough and overbearing, now suddenly remembered him,
and his young wife had quite fashionable assemblies at
her five o'clock tea-table. All men liked her, and
Miss Sowerby of course says Mrs. Firmin was a good-
natured, quite harmless little woman, rather pretty, and
—you know, my dear—such as men like. Look you,
if I like cold veal, dear Sowerby, it is that my tastes
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are simple. A fine tough old dry camel, no doubt, is
much nobler and more sagacious animal—and perhaps
you think a double hump is quite a delicacy.

Yes: Mrs. Philip was a success. She had scarce
any female friends as yet, being too poor to go into
the world: but she had Mrs. Pendennis, and dear little
Mrs. Brandon, and Mrs. Mugford, whose celebrated
trap repeatedly brought delicacies for the bride from
Hampstead, whose chaise was once or twice a week at
Philip’s door, and who was very much exercised and
impressed by the fine company whom she met in
Mrs. Firmin’s apartments. ¢ Lord Thingambury’s
card! what next, Brandon, upon my word? Lady
Slowby at home? well, I never, Mrs. B.!” In such
artless phrases Mrs. Mugford would express her ad-
miration and astonishment during the early time, and
when Charlotte still retained the good lady’s favour.
That a state of things far less agreeable ensued, I must
own. But though there is ever so small a cloud in
the sky even now, let us not heed it for a while, and
bask and be content and happy in the sunshine. ¢ Oh,
Laura, I tremble when I think how happy I am!” was
our little bird’s perpetual warble. “How did I live
when I was at home with mamma ?” she would say.
“Do you know that Philip never even scolds me? If
he were to say a rough word, I think I should die;
whereas mamma was barking, barking from morning
till night, and I dido’t care a pin.” This is what
comes of injudicious scolding, as of any other drug.
The wholesome medicine loses its effect. The injured;
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patient calmly takes a dose that would frighten or kill
a stranger. Poor Mrs. Baynes’s crossed letters came
still, and I am Bot prepared to pledge my word that
Charlotte read them all. Mrs. B. offered to come and
superintend. and take care of dear Philip when an in-
teresting event should take place. But Mrs. Brandon
was already engaged for this important occasion, and
Charlotte became so alarmed lest her mother should
invade her, that Philip wrote curtly, and positively
forbade Mrs. Baynes. You remember the picture,
¢ A Cradle, by J. J.? the two little rosy feet brought
I don’t know how many hundred guineas a piece to
Mr. Ridley. The mother herself did not study baby-
dom more fondly and devotedly than Ridley did in the
ways, looks, features, anatomies, attitudes, baby-clothes,
&c., of this first-born infant of Charlotte and Philip
Firmin. My wife is very angry because I have for-
gotten whether the first of the young Firmin brood was
a boy or a girl, and says I shall forget the names of
my own children next. Well? At this distance of
time, I think it was a boy—for their boy is very tall,
you know—a great deal tallr——— Not a boy?
Then, between ourselves, I have no doubt it was
a “ A goose,” says the lady, which is not
even reasonable.

This is certain, we all thought the young mother
looked very pretty, with her pink cheeks and beaming
eyes, as she bent over the little infant. J. J. says he
thinks there is something heavenly in the looks of young
mothers at that time. Nay, he goes so far as to declare
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that a tigress at the Zoological Gardens looks beautiful
and gentle as she bends her black nozzle over her
cubs. And if a tigress, why not Mrs. Philip? O ye
powers of sentiment, in what a state J. J. was about
this young woman! There is a brightness in a young
mother’s eye: there are pearl and rose tints on her
cheek, which are sure to fascinate a painter., This
artist used to hang about Mrs. Brandon’s rooms, till it
was droll to see him. I believe he took off his shoes in
his own studio, so as not to disturb by his creaking the
lady overhead. He purchased the most preposterous
mug, and other presents, for the infant. Philip went
out to his club or his newspaper as he was ordered
to do. But Mr. J. J. could not be got away from
Thornhaugh Street, so that little Mrs. Brandon laughed
at him—absolutely laughed at him.

During all this while Philip and his wife continued
in the very greatest favour with Mr. and Mrs. Mugford,
and were invited by that worthy couple to go with
their infant to Mugford’s villa at Hampstead, where a
change of air might do good to dear baby and dear
mamma. Philip went to this village retreat. Streetsand
terraces now cover over the house and grounds which
worthy Mugford inhabited, and which people say he
used to call his ¢ Russian Irby.” He had amassed in
a small space a heap of country pleasures. He had a
little garden; a little paddock ; a little greenhouse; a
little cucumber-frame ; a little stable for his little trap ;
a little Guernsey cow; a little dairy; a little pigsty;
and with this little treasure the good man was not a
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little content. He loved and praised everything that
was his. No man admired his own port more than
Mugford, or paid more compliments to his own butter
and home-baked bread. He enjoyed his own happiness.
He appreciated his own worth. He loved to talk of
the days when he was a poor boy on London streets,
and now—¢ Now try that glass of port, my boy, and
say whether the Lord Mayor has got any better,” he
would say, winking at his glass and his company. To
be virtuous, to be lucky, and constantly to think and
own that you are so—is not this true happiness? To
sing hymns in praise of himself is a charming amuse-
ment—at least to the performer; and anybody who
dined at Mugford’s table was pretty sure to hear some
of this music after dinner. I am sorry to say Philip
did not care for this trumpet-blowing. He was fright-
fully bored at Haverstock Hill; and when bored,
Mr. Philip is not altogether an agreeable companion.
He will yawn in a man’s face. He will contradict you
freely. He will say the mutton is tough, or the wine
not fit to drink; that such and such an orator is
over-rated, and such and such a politician is a fool.
Mugford and his guest had battles after dinner, had
actually high words. ¢ What-hever is it, Mugford ?
and what were you quarrelling about in the dining-
room ?” asks Mrs. Mugford. ¢ Quarrelling? It’s only
the sub-editor snoring,” said the gentleman with a
flushed face. My wine ain’t good enough for him,
and now my gentleman must put his boots upon a chair
and go to sleep under my nose. He is a cool hand,
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and no mistake, Mrs. M.” At this juncture poor little
Char would gently glide down from a visit to her baby:
and would play something on the piano, and soothe the
rising anger; and then Philip would come in from a
little walk in the shrubberies, where he had been blow-
ing a little cloud. Ah! there was a little cloud rising
indeed :—quite a little one—nay, not so little. When
you consider that Philip’s bread depended on the goad-
will of these people, you will allow that his friends
might be anxious regarding the future. A word from
Mugford, and Philip and Charlotte and the child were
adrift on the world. And these points Mr. Firmin
would freely admit, while he stood discoursing of his
own affairs (as he loved to do), his hands in his pockets,
and his back warming at our fire.

« My dear fellow,” says the candid bridegroom, * these
things are constantly in my head. I used to talk about
’em to Char, but I don’t now. They disturb her, the
poor thing ; and she clutches hold of the baby; and—
and it tears my heart out to think that any grief should
come to her. I try and do my best, my good people—
but when I'm bored I can’t help showing I'm bored,
don’t yousee? I can’t be a hypocrite. No, not for two
hundred a year, or for twenty thousand. You can’t
make a silk purse out of that sow’s-ear of a Mugford.
A very good man. I don’t say nmo. A good father,
a good husband, a generous host, and a most tremendous
bore, and cad. Be agreeable to him? How can I be
agreeable when I am being killed? He has a story
about Leigh Hunt being put into prison where Mugford,
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bringing him proofs, saw Lord Byron. I cannot keep
awake during that story any longer; or, if awake, I
grind my teeth, and swear inwardly, so that I know I'm
dreadful to hear and see. Well, Mugford has yellow
satin sofas in the ¢ droaring-room—"

Oh, Philip!” says a lady; and two or three cir-
cumjacent children set up an insane giggle, which is
speedily and sternly silenced.

] tell you she calls it ¢ droaring-room.” You know
she does, as well as I do. Sheis a good woman : a kind
woman: a hot-tempered woman. I hear her scolding
the servants in the kitchen with immense vehemence,
and at prodigious length. But how can Char frankly
be the friend of a woman who calls a drawing-room
& droaring-room? With our dear little friend in
Thornhaugh Street, it is different. She makes no pre-
tence even at equality. Here is a patron and -patroness,
don’t you see? When Mugford walks me round his
paddock and gardens, and says, ¢ Look year, Firmin;’
or scratches one of his pigs on the back, and says,
¢Well ’ave a cut of this fellow on Saturday’”—(ex-
plosive attempts at insubordination and derision on the
part of the children again are severely checked by the
parental authorities)— ¢ we'll ave a cut of this fellow
on Saturday,’ I felt inclined to throw him or myself into.
the trough over the palings. Do you know that that
man put that hand into his pocket, and offered me some
filberts ? ”

Here I own the lady to whom Philip was addressmg
himself turned pale and shuddered.
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I can no more be that man’s friend que celui du do-
mestique qui vient d’apporter le what-d’you-call’em? le
coal-scuttle ”—(John entered the room with that useful
article during Philip’s oration—and we allowed the
elder children to laugh this time, for the fact is, none of
us knew the French for coal-scuttle, and I will wager
there is no such word in Chambaud). ¢ This holding
back is not arrogance,” Philip went on. ¢ This reticence
is not want of humility. To serve that man honestly is
one thing; to make friends with him, to laugh -at his
dull jokes, is to make friends with the mammon of
unrighteousness, is subserviency and hypocrisy on my
part. I ought to say to him, « Mr. Mugford, I will give
you my work for your wage ; I will compile your paper,
I will produce an agreeable miscellany containing pro-
per proportions of news, politics, and scandal, put titles
to your paragraphs, see the Pall Mall Gazette ship-
shape through the press, and go home to my wife and
dinner. You are my employer, but you are not my
friend, and bless my soul! there is five o’clock
striking!” (The time-piece in our drawing-room gave
that announcement as he was speaking). “We have
what Mugford calls a white-choker dinner to-day, in
honour of the pig!” And with this Philip plunges out
of the house, and I hope reached Hampstead in time for
the entertainment. )

Philip’s friends in Westminster felt no little doubt
about his prospects, and the Little Sister shared their
alarm. “They are not fit to be with those folks,” Mrs.
Brandon said, * though as for Mrs. Philip, dear thing, I
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am sure nobody can ever quarrel with ker. With me
it’s different. I never had no education you know—no
more than the Mugfords, but I don’t like to see my
Philip sittin’ down as if he was the guest and equal of
that fellar.” Nor indeed did it ever enter ° that fellar’s’
head that Mr. Robert Mugford could be Mr. Philip
Firmin’s equal. 'With our knowledge of the two men,
then, we all dismally looked forward to a rupture
between Firmin and his patron.

As for the New York journal, we were more easy in
respect to Philip’s success in that quarter. Several of
his friends made a vow to help him. We clubbed club-
stories; we begged from our polite friends anecdotes (that
would bear sea-transport) of the fashionable world. We
happened to overhear the most remarkable conversations
between the most influential public characters who had
no secrets from us. 'We had astonishing intelligence at
most European courts; exclusive reports of the Emperor
of Russia’s last joke—his last? his next, very likely.
We knew the most secret designs of the Austrian
Privy Council: the views which the Pope had in his
eye; who was the latest favourite of the Grand Turk,
and so on. The Upper Ten Thousand at New York
were supplied with a quantity of information which I
trust profited them. It was “ Palmerston remarked
yesterday at dinner,” or, “ The good old Duke said last
night at Apsley House to the French Ambassador,” and
the rest. The letters were signed * Philalethes; ” and,
as nobody was wounded by the shafts of our long bow,
I trust Mr. Philip and_his friends may be pardoned for
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twanging it. By information procured from learned
female personages, we even managed to give accounts,
more or less correct, of the latest ladies’ fashions. We
were members of all the clubs; we were present at the
routs and assemblies of the political leaders of both sides.
We had little doubt that Philalethes would be success-
ful at New York, and looked forward to an increased
payment for his labours. At the end of the first year of
Philip Firmin’s married life, we made a calculation
by which it was clear that he had actually saved money.
His expenses, to be sure, were increased. There was a
baby in the nursery: but there was a little bag of
sovereigns in the cupboard, and the thrifty young fellow
hoped to add still more to his store.

We were relieved at finding that Firmin and his wife
were not invited to repeat their visit to their employer’s
house at Hampstead. An occasional invitation to dinner
was still sent to the young people; but Mugford, a
haughty man in his way, with a proper spirit of his
own, had the good sense to see that much intimacy
could not arise between him and his sub-editor, and
‘magnanimously declined to be angry at the young
fellow’s easy superciliousness. I think that indefatigable
Little Sister was the peacemaker between the houses of
Mugford and Firmin junior, and that she kept both
Philip and his master on their good behaviour. At all
events, and when a quarrel did arise between them, I
grieve to have to own it was poor Philip who was in
the wrong.

You know in the old, old days the young king and
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queen never gave any christening entertainment with-
out neglecting to invite some old fairy, who was farious
at the omission. T am sorry to say Charlotte’s mother
was 80 angry at not being appointed godmother to the
new baby, that she omitted to make her little quarterly .
payment of 12[. 10s.; and has altogether discontinued
that payment from that remote period up to the present
time; so that Philip says his wife has brought him a
fortune of 45L, paid in four instalments. There was
the first quarter paid when the old lady  would not be
beholden to a man like him.” Then there came a
second quarter—and then———but I daresay I shall
be able to tell when and how Philip’s mamma-in-law
paid the rest of her poor little daughter’s fortune,

Well, Regent’s Park is a fine healthy place for infan-
tine diversion, and I don’t think Philip at all demeaned
himself in walking ‘there with his wife, her little maid,
and his baby on his arm. < He is as rude as a bear,
and his manners are dreadful ; but he has a good heart,
that I will say for him,” Mugford said to me. In his
drive from London to Hampstead, Mugford once or
twice met the little family group, of which his sub-
~ editor formed the principal figure; and for the sake of
Philip’s young wife and child Mr. M. pardoned the
young man’s vulgarity, and treated him with long-
suffering. : .

Poor as he was, this was his happiest time, my friend
is disposed, to think. A young child, a young wife,
‘whose whole life was a tender caress of love for child
and husband, a young husbhand watching both :—I recal

46—2
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the group, as we used often to see it in those days, and
see a something sacred in the homely figures. On the
wife’s bright face what a radiant happiness there is, and
what a rapturous smile! Over the sleeping infant and
the happy mother the father looks with pride and thanks
in his eyes. Happiness and gratitude fill his simple
heart, and prayer involuntary to the Giver of good,
that he may have strength to do his duty as father,
busband ; that he may be enabled to keep want and
care from those dear innocent beings; that he may
defend them, befriend them, leave them a good name.
I am bound to say that Philip became thrifty and
saving for the sake of Char and the child: that he
came home early of nights: that he thought his child
a wonder ; that he never tired of speaking about that
infant in our house, about its fatness, its strength, its
weight, its wonderful early talents and humour. He
felt himself a man now for the first time, he said. Life
had been play and folly until now. And now especially
he regretted that he had been idle, and had neglected
his opportunities as a lad. Had he studied for the bar,
he might have made that profession now profitable, and
a source of honour and competence to his family. Our
friend estimated his own powers very humbly: I am
sure he was not the less amiable on account of that
humility. O fortunate he, of whom Love is the teacher,
the guide and master, the reformer and chastener!
Where was our friend’s former arrogance, self-confi-
dence, and boisterous profusion? He was at the feet of
his wife and child. He was quite humbled about him-
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self; or gratified himself in fondling and caressing
these. They taught him, he said: and, as he thought
of them, his heart turned in awful thanks to the gracious
heaven which had given them to him. As the tiny
infant hand closes round his fingers, I can see the father
bending over mother and child, and interpret those
maybe unspoken blessings which he asks and bestows.
Happy wife, happy husband! However poor his little
home may be, it holds treasures and wealth inesti-
mable: whatever storms may threaten without, the
home fireside is brightened by the welcome of the
dearest eyes.
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CHAPTER V.

IN WHICH I OWN THAT PHILIP TELLS AN UNTRUTH.

Cmarrorre (and the usual little procession of murse,
baby, &c.) once made their appearance at our house in
Queen Square, where they were ever welcome by the
lady of the mansion. The young woman was in a
great state of elation, and when we came to hear the
cause of her delight, her friends too opened the eyes
of wonder. She actually announced that Dr. Firmin
had sent over a bill of forty pounds (I may be incorrect
as to the sum) from New York. It had arrived that
morning, and she had seen the bill, and Philip  had told
her that his father had sent it; and was it not a comfort
to think tnat poor Doctor Firmin was endeavouring to
repair some of the evil which he had done; and that
he was repenting, and, perhaps, was going to become
quite honest and good? This was indeed an astounding
piece of intelligence: and the two women felt joy at the
thought of that sinner repenting, and some one else was
accused of cynicism, scepticism, and so forth, for
doubting the correctness of the information. ¢ You
believe in no onme, sir. You are always incredulous
about good,” &c. &c. &c., was the accusation brought -
against the reader’s very humble servant. Well, about
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the contrition of this sinner, I confess I still continued
to have doubts ; and thought a present of forty pounds
to a son, to whom he owed thousands, was no great
proof of the doctor’s amendment.

And oh ! how vexed some people were, when the real
story came out at last! * Not for the money’s sake—not
because they were wrong in argument, and I turned
out to be right. Oh, no! But because it was proved
that this unhappy doctor had no present intention of
repenting at all. This brand would not come out of
the burning, whatever we might hope ; and the doctor’s
supporters were obliged to admit as much when they
came to know the real story. « Oh, Philip,” cries
Mrs. Laura, when next she saw Mr. Firmin. “ How
pleased I was to hear of that letter!”

« That letter ?” asks the gentleman.

“ That letter from your father at New York,” says
the lady.

% Oh,” says the gentleman addressed, with a red face.

“ What then? Is it not—is it not all true?” we ask.

“Poor Charlotte does not understand about busi-
ness,” says Philip; “I did not read the letter to her.
Here it 1s.” And he hands over the document to me,
and I have the liberty to publish it.

 New York

“ Axp s0, my dear Philip, I may congratulate my-
self on having achieved ancestral honour, and may add
grandfather to my titles? How quickly this one has
come! I feel myself a young man still, in spite of the
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blows of misfortune—at least, I know I was a young
man but yesterday, when I may say with our dear old
poet, Non sine gloridé militavi. Suppose I too were to
tire of solitary widowhood and re-enter the married
state? There are one or two ladies here who would
still condescend to look not unfavourably on the retired
English gentleman. Without vanity I may say it, a
man of birth and position in England acquires a polish
and refinement of manner which dollars cannot pur-
chase, and many a Wall Street millionary might envy !

 Your wife has been pronounced to be an angel by
a little correspondent of mine, who gives me much fuller
intelligence of my family than my son condescends to
furnish. Mrs. Philip I hear is gentle; Mrs. Brandon
says she is beautiful,—she is all good-humoured. I
hope you have taught her to think not very badly of
her husband’s father? I was the dupe of villains who
lured me into their schemes; who robbed me of a life’s
earnings; who induced me by their false representations
to have such confidence in them, that I embarked all
my own property, and yours, my poor boy, alas! in
their undertakings. - Your Charlotte will take the
liberal, the wise, the just view of the case, and pity
rather than blame my misfortune. Such is the view,
I am happy to say, generally adopted in this city ;
where there are men of the world who know the vicis-
situdes of a mercantile career, and can make allowances
for misfortune! What made Rome at first great and
prosperous? Were its first colonists all wealthy patri-
cians? Nothing can be more satisfactory than the dis-

~"
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regard shown here to mere pecuniary dificulty. At the
same time, to be a gentleman is to possess no trifling
privilege in this society, where the advantages of birth,
respected name, and early education always tell in the
possessor’s favour. Many persons whom I visit here
have certainly not these advantages; and in the highest
society of the city I could point out individuals who
have had pecuniary misfortunes like myself, who have
gallantly renewed the combat after their fall, and are
now fully restored to competence, to wealth, and the
respect of the world! I was in a bouse in Fifth
Avenue last night. Is Washington White shunned by
his fellow-men because he has been a bankrupt three
times? Anything more elegant or profuse than his
entertainment I have not witnessed on this continent.
His lady had diamonds which a duchess might envy.
The most costly wines, the most magnificent supper,
and myriads of canvgs-backed ducks covered his board.
Dear Charlotte, my friend Captain Colpoys brings you
over three brace of these from your father-in-law, who
hopes they will furnish your little dinner-table! We
eat currant jelly with them here, but I like an old
English lemon and cayenne sauce better.

¢ By the way, dear Philip, I trust you will not be
inconvenienced by a little financial operation, which
necessity (alas!) has compelled me to perform. Know-
ing that your quarter with the Upper Ten Thousand
Gazette was now due, I have made so bold as to request
Colonel —— to pay it over to me. Promises to pay
must be met here as with us—an obdurate holder of an
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unlucky acceptance of mine (I am happy to say there
are very few such) would admit of no delay, and I have
been compelled to appropriate my poor Philip’s earnings.
I have only put you off for ninety days: with your
credit and wealthy friends you can easily negotiate the
bill enclosed, and I promise you that when presented
it shall be honoured by my Philip’s ever affectionate
father, G.B. F.”

“ By the way, your Philalethes’ letters are not quite
spicy enough, my werthy friend the colonel says. They
are slegant and gay, but the public here desires to have
more personal news ; a little scandal about Queen Eliza-
beth, you understand? Can't -you attack somebody !
Look at the letters and articles published by my respected
friend of the New York Emerald! The readers here
like a high-spiced article: and I recommend P. F. to
put a little more pepper in his dishes. What a comfort
to me it is to think that I have procured this place for
you, and have been enabled to help my son and his -
young family ! G.B. F.”

Enclosed in this letter was a slip of paper which
poor Philip supposed to be a cheque when he first
beheld it, but which turned out to be his papa’s pro-
missory note, payable at New York four months after
. date. And this document was to represent the money
which the elder Firmin had received in his son’s name!
Philip’s eyes met his friend’s when they talked about
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this matter. Firmin looked almost as much ashamed
as if he himself had done the wrong.

“Does the loss of this money annoy you?” asked
Philip’s friend.

“The manner of the loss does,” said poor Philip.
“I don’t care about the money. But he should not
have taken this. He should not have taken this. Think
of poor Charlotte and the child being in want possibly !
Oh, friend, it’s hard to bear, isn’t it? Im an honest
fellow, ain’t I? I think I am. I pray heaven I am.
In any extremity of poverty could I have done this?
Well. It was my father who introduced me to these
people. I suppose he thinks he has a right to my
earnings : and if he is in want, you know, so he has.”

“Had you not better write to the New York pub-
lishers and beg them henceforth to remit to you
directly ?” asks Philip’s friend.

« That would be to tell them that he has disposed of
the money,” groans Philip. T can’t tell them that my
father is a ——”

“No; but you can thank them for having handed
over such a sum on your account to the doctor: and
warn them that you will draw on them from this
country henceforth. They won’t in this case pay the
next quarter to the doctor.”

« “ Suppose he is in want, ought I not to supply him ?”*
Firmin said. ¢ As long as there are four crusts in the
house, the doctor ought to have one. Ought I to be
angry with him for helping himself, old boy?” and he
drinks a glass of wine, poor fellow, with a rueful smile.
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By the way, it is my duty to mention here, that the
elder Firmin was in the habit of giving very elegant
little dinner-parties at New York, where little dinner-
parties are much more costly than in Europe —* in
order,” he said, “ to establish and keep up his connec-
tion as a physician.” As a bon-vivant, I am informed,
the doctor began to be celebrated in his new dwelling-
place, where his anecdotes of the British aristocracy
were received with pleasure in certain circles.

But it would be as well henceforth that Philip should
deal directly with his American correspondents, and
not employ the services of so very expensive a broker.
To this suggestion he could not but agree. Meanwhile,
—and let this be a warning to men never to deceive
their wives in any the slightest circumstances; to tell
them everything they wish to know, to keep nothing
hidden from those dear and excellent beings—you must
know, ladies, that when Philip’s famous ship of dollars
arrived from America, Firmin had promised his wife
that baby should have a dear delightful white cloak
trimmed with the most lovely tape, on which poor
Charlotte had often cast a longing eye as she passed
by the milliner and curiosity shops in Hanway Yard,
which, I own, she loved to frequent. Well: when
Philip told her that his father had sent home forty
pounds, or what not, thereby deceiving his fond wife,
the little lady went away straight to her darling shop
in the Yard—(Hanway Yard has become a street now,
but ah! it is always delightful)—Charlotte, I say, went
off, ran off to Hanway Yard, pavid with fear lest the
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darling cloak should be gone, found it—oh, joy !—still
in Miss Isaacson’s window ; put it on baby straightway
then and there; kissed the dear infant, and was de-
lighted with the effect of the garment, which all the
young ladies at Miss Isaacson’s pronounced to be per-
fect; and took the cloak away on baby’s shoulders,
promising to send the money, five pounds, if you please,
next day. And in this cloak baby and Charlotte went
to meet papa when he came home; and I don’t know
which of them, mamma or baby, was the most pleased
and absurd and happy baby of the two. On his way
home from his newspaper, Mr. Philip had orders to
pursue a certain line of streets, and when his accus-
tomed hour for returning from his business drew nigh,
Mrs. Char went down Thornhaugh Street, down Char-
lotte Street, down Rathbone Place, with Betsy the
nursekin and baby in the new cloak. Behold, he
comes at last—papa—striding down the street. He
sees the figures: he sees the child, which laughs, and
holds out its little pink hands, and crows a recognition.
And ¢ Look — look, papa,” cries the happy mother.
(Away! I cannot keep up the mystery about the baby
any longer, and though I had forgotten for a moment
the child’s sex, remembered it the instant after, and
that it was a girl to be sure, and that its name was
Laura Caroline). “ Look, look, papa !” cries the happy
mother. ¢ She has got another little tooth since the
morning, such a beautiful little tooth—and look here,
sir, don’t you observe anything ? *
“ Any what?” asks Philip.
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“Lal sir,” says Betsy, giving Laura Caroline a great
toss, so that her white cloak floats in the air. :

“Isn’t it a dear cloak?” cries mamma: “ and doesn’t
baby look like an angel in it? I bought it at Miss
Isaacson’s to-day, as you got your money from New
York; and oh, my dear, it only cost five guiness.”

“ Well, it’s a week’s work,” sighs poor Philip; “and
I think I need not grudge that to give Charlotte plea-
sure.” And he feels his empty pockets rather ruefully.

“ Grod bless you, Philip,” says my wife, with her eyes
full. “They came here this morning, Charlotte and
the nurse and the baby in the new—the new——.”
Here the lady seized hold of Philip’s hand, and fairly
broke out into tears. Had she embraced Mr. Firmin
before her husband’s own eyes, I should not have been
_surprised. Indeed she confessed that she was on the
point of giving way to this most sentimental outbreak.

And now, my brethren, see how one crime is the
parent of many, and ome act of duplicity leads to a
whole career of deceit. In the first place, you see,
Philip had deceived his wife—with the pious desire, it
- is true, of screening his father’s little peculiarities—
but, ruat celum, we must tell no lies. No: and from
this day forth I order John never to say Not at home
to the greatest bore, dun, dawdle of my acquaintance.
If Philip’s father had not deceived him, Philip would
not have deceived his wife; if he had not deceived his
wife, she would not have given five guineas for that
cloak for the baby. If she had not given five guineas
for the cloak, my wife would never have entered into a
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secret correspondence with Mr. Firmin, which might
but for my own sweetness of temper have bred jealousy,
mistrust, and the most awful quarrels—nay, duels—
between the heads of the two families. Fancy Philip’s
body lying stark upon Hampstead Heath with a bullet
through it, despatched by the hand of his friend!
Fancy a cab driving up to my own house, and from
it—under the eyes of the children at the parlour-
windows—their father’s bleeding corpse ejected |——
Enough of this dreadful pleasantry! Two days after
the affair of the cloak, I found a letter in Philip’s hand-
writing addressed to my wife, and thinking that the
note had reference to a matter of dinner then pending
between our families, I broke open the envelope and
read as follows :—
¢ Thornhaugh Street, Thursday.

“ My DEAR, KIND GopMAMMA,—As soon as ever I can
write and speak, I will thank you for being so kind to
me. My mamma says she is very jealous, and as she
bought my cloak she ean’t think of allowing you to pay
for it. But she desires me never to forget your kind-
ness to us, and though I don’t know anything about it
now, she promises to tell me when I am old enough.
Meanwhile I am your grateful and affectionate little
goddaughter, L.C.E.”

Philip was persuaded by his friends at home to send
out the request to his New York employers to pay his
salary henceforth to himself; and I remember a digni-
fied letter came from his parent, in which the matter
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was'spoken of in sorrow rather than in anger; in which
the doctor pointed out that this precautionary measure
seemed to imply a doubt on Philip’s side of his father’s
honour; and surely, surely, he was unhappy enough
and unfortunate enough already without meriting this
mistrust from his son. The duty of a son to honour
his father and mother was feelingly pointed out, and
the doctor meekly trusted that Philip’s children would
give him more confidence than he seemed to be inclined
to award to his unfortunate father. Never mind. He
should bear no malice. If Fortune ever smiled on him
again, and something told him she would, he would show
Philip that he could forgive; although he might not
perhaps be able to forget that in his exile, his solitude,
his declining years, his misfortune, his own child had
mistrusted him. This, he said, was the most cruel blow
of all for his susceptible heart to bear.

This letter of paternal remonstrance was enclosed in
one from the doctor to his old friend the Little Sister,
in which he vaunted a discovery which he and some
other scientific gentlemen were engaged in perfecting—
of a medicine which was to be extraordinarily efficacious
in cases in which Mrs, Brandon herself was often spe-
cially and professionally engaged, and he felt sure that
the sale of this medicine would go far to retrieve his
shattered fortune. He pointed out the complaints in
which this medicine was most efficacious. He would
send some of it, and details regarding its use, to
Mrs. Brandon, who might try its efficacy upon her
patients. He was advancing slowly, but steadily, in his
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~ medical profession, he said; though, of course, he had
to suffer from the jealousy of his professional brethren.
Never mind. Better times, he was sure, were in store
for all; when his son should see that a wretched matter
of forty pounds more should not deter him from paying
all just claims upen him. Amen! We all heartily
wished for the day when Philip’s father should be
able to settle his little accounts. Meanwhile the pro-
prietors of the Gazette of the Upper Ten Thousand
were instructed to write directly to their London
correspondent.

Although Mr. Firmin prided himself, as we have
seen, upon his taste and dexterity ‘as sub-editor of the,
Pall Mall Gazette, I must own that he was a very
insubordinate officer, with whom his superiors often had
cause to be angry. Certain people were praised in the
Gazette— certain others were attacked. Very dull
books were admired, and very lively works attacked.
Some men were praised for everything they did; .some
others were satirized, no matter what their works were.
<1 find,” poor Philip used to say, with a groan,  that
in matters of criticism especially, there are so often
private reasons for the praise and the blame adminis-
tered, that-I am glad, for my part, my only duty is to
see the paper through the press. -For instance, there is
Harrocks, the tragedian of Drury Lane: every piece
in which he appears is a masterpiece, and his perform-
ance the greatest triumph ever witnessed. Very good.
Harrocks and my excellent employer are good friends,
and dine with each other; and it is natural that Mug-

VOL. 1L 47
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ford should like to have his friend praised, and to help
him in every way. But Balderson, of Covent Garden,
is also a very fine actor. Why can’t our critic see his
merit as well as Harrocks’? Poor Balderson is never
allowed any merit at all. He is passed over with 4
sneer, or a curt word of cold commendation, while
columns of flattery are not enough for his rival.”

“ Why, Mr. F., what a flat you must be, askin’ your
pardon,” remarked Mugford, in reply to his sub-editor’s
simple remonstrance. “ How can we praise Balderson,
when Harrocks is our friend? Me and Harrocks are
thick. Our wives are close friends. If I was to let
Balderson be praised, I should drive Harrocks mad. I
can’t praise Balderson, don’t you see, out of justice to
Harrocks!”

Then there was a certain author whom Bickerton
was for ever attacking. They had had a private
quarrel, and Bickerton revenged himself in this way.
In reply to Philip’s outcries and remonstrances, Mr.
Mugford only laughed: “The two men are enemies,
and Bickerton hits him whenever he can. Why, that’s
only human nature, Mr. ¥.,” says Philip’s employer.

* % Great heavens !” bawls out Firmin, “ do you mean
to say that the man is base enough to strike at his
private enemies through the press?”

¢ Private enemies! private gammon, Mr. Firmin!®
cries Philip’s employer. “If I have enemies—and I
have, there’s no doubt about that—I serve them out
whenever and wherever I can. And let me tell you I
don’t half relish having -my conduct called base. Its
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only natural; and it’s right. Perhaps you would like
to praise your enemies, and abuse your friend ? If that’s
your line, let me tell you you won’t do in the noospaper
business, and had better take to some other trade.”
And the employer parted from his subordinate in some
heat. :

Mugford, indeed, feelingly spoke to me about this
insubordination of Philip. ¢ What does the fellow
mean by quarrelling with his bread and butter?” Mr.
Mugford asked. “ Speak to him, and show him what’s
what, Mr. P., or we shall come to a quarrel, mind you
—and I don’t want that, for the sake of his little wife,
poor little delicate thing. Whatever is to happen to
them, if we don’t stand by them ? ”

What was to happen to them, indeed? Any one who
knew Philip’s temper, as we did, was aware how little
advice or remonstrance were likely to affect that gentle-
man. “ Good heavens?” he said to me, when I en-
deavoured to make him adopt a conciliatory tone
towards his employer, “ do you want to make me Mug-
ford’s galley-slave? I shall have him standing over me
and swearing at me as he does at the printers. He
looks into my room at times when he is in a passion,
and glares at me, as if he would like to seize me by the
throat ; and after a word or two he goes off, and I hear
him curse the boys in the passage. One day it will be
on me that he will turn, I feel sure of that. I tell you
the slavery is beginning to be awful. I wake of a night

- and groan and chafe, and poor Char, too, wakes and
asks,  What is it, Philip?’ I say it is rheumatism.,
47—2
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Rheumatism!” Of course to Philip’s malady his friends
tried to apply the commonplace anodynes and consola-
tions. He must be gentle in his bearing. He must re-
member that his employer had not been bred a gentle-
man, and that though rough and coarse in language,
Mugford had a kind heart. ¢ There is no need to tell
me he is not a gentleman, I know that,” says poor Phil.
¢ He ¢s kind to Char and the child, that is the truth, and
so is his wife. I am a slave for all that. He is my
driver. He feeds me. He hasn’t beat me yet. When
I was away at Paris I did not feel the chain so much.
But it is scarcely tolerable now, when I have to see my
gaoler four or five times a week. My poor little Char,
why did I drag you into this slavery ? ”

¢ Because you wanted a consoler, I suppose,” remarks
one of Philip’s. comforters. “And do you suppose
.Charlotte would be happier if she were away from you ?
Though you live up two pair of stairs, is any home
happier than yours, Philip? You often own as much,
when you are in happier moods. Who has not his
work to do, and his burden to bear? You say some-
times that you are imperious and hot-tempered. Per-
haps your slavery, as you call it, may be good for you.”
+ %I have doomed myself and her to it,” says Philip,
hanging down his head.
- % Does she ever repine?” asks his adviser. * Does
she not think herself the happiest little wife in the
world? See, here, Philip, here is a note from her yes-
terday in which she says as much. Do you want to
know what the note is about, sir?” says the lady, with
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a smile. ¢ Well, then, she wanted a receipt for that
dish which you liked so much on Friday, and she and
Mrs. Brandon will make it for you.”

« And if it consisted of minced Charlotte,” says
Philip’s other friend, “ you know she would cheerfully
chop herself up, and have herself served with a little
“cream-sauce and sippets of toast for your honour’s
dinner.”

This was undoubtedly true. Did not Job’s friends
make many true remarks when they visited him in his
affliction? Patient as he was, the patriarch groaned
and lamented, and why should not poor Philip be allowed
to grumble, who was not a model of patience at all?
He was not broke in as yet. The mill-horse was restive
and kicked at his work. He would chafe not seldom
at the daily drudgery, and have his fits of revolt and
despondency. Well? Have others not had to toil, to
bow the proud head, and carry the daily burden?
Don’t you see Pegasus, who was going to win the plate, a
weary, broken-knee’d, broken-down old cab hack shiver-
ing in the rank; or a sleek gelding, mayhap, pacing
under a corpulent master in Rotten Row? Philip’s
crust began to be scanty, and was dipped in bitter
waters. I am not going to make a long story of this
part of his career, or parade my friend as too hungry
and poor. He is safe now, and out of all peril, heaven
be thanked ! but he had to pass through hard times
and to look out very wistfully lest the wolf should
enter at the door. He never laid claim to be a man
of genius, nor was he a successful quack who could
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pass as a man of genius. When there were French
prisoners in England, we know how stout old officers
who had plied their sabres against Mamelouks, or
Russians, or Germans, were fain to carve little gim-
cracks in bone with their penknives, or make baskets
and boxes of chipped straw, and piteously sell them to
casual visitors to their prison. Philip was poverty’s
prisoner. He had to make such shifts, and do such
work, as he could find in his captivity. I do not think
men who have undergone the struggle, and served the
dire task-master, like to look back and recal the grim
apprenticeship. When Philip says now, ¢ What fools
we were to marry, Char,” she looks up radiantly, with
love and happiness in her eyes—looks up to heaven,
and is thankful; but grief and sadness come over her
husband’s face at the thought of those days of pain and
gloom. She may soothe him, and he may be thankful
too; but the wounds are still there which were dealt
to him in the cruel battle with fortune. Men are ridden
down in it. Men are poltroons and run. Men maraud,
break ranks, are guilty of meanness, cowardice, shabby
plunder. Men are raised to rank and honour, or drop
and perish unnoticed on the field. ~Happy he who
comes from it with his honour pure! Philip did not
win crosses and epaulets. He is like us, my dear sir,
not a heroic genius at all. And it is to be hoped that
all three have behaved with an average pluck, and have
been guilty of no meanness, or treachery, or desertion.
Did you behave otherwise, what would wife and chil-
dren say? As for Mrs. Philip, I tell you she thinks
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to this day that there is no man like her husband, and
is ready to fall down and worship the boots in which
he walks.

How do men live? How is rent paid? How does
the dinner come day after day? As a rule, there is
dinner. You might live longer with less of it, but you
can’t go without it and live long. How did my neigh-
bour 23 earn his carriage, and how did 24 pay for his
house? As I am writing this sentence, Mr. Cox, who
collects the taxes in this quarter, walks in. How do
you do, Mr. Cox? We are not in the least afraid of
meeting one another. Time was—two, three years of
time —when poor Philip was troubled at the sight
of Cox ; and this troublous time his biographer intends
to pass over in a very few pages.

At the end of six months the Upper Ten Thousand
of New York heard with modified wonder that the -
editor of that fashionable journal had made a retreat
from the city, scarrying with him the scanty contents
of the till; so the contributions of Philalethes never
brought our poor friend any dollars at all. But though
one fish is caught and eaten, are there not plenty more
left in the sea? At this very time, when I was in a
natural state of despondency. about poor Philip’s affairs,
it struck Tregarvan, the wealthy Cornish member of
Parliament, that the Government and the House of
Commons slighted his speeches and his views on foreign
politics ; that the wife of the Foreign Secretary had
been very inattentive to Lady Tregarvan; that the
designs of a certain Great Power were most menacing
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and dangerous, and ought to be exposed and counter-
acted; and that the peerage which he had long desired
ought to be bestowed on him. Sir John Tregarvan.
applied to certain literary and political gentlemen with
whom he was acquainted. He would bring out the
European Review. He would expose the designs of
that Great Power which was menacing Europe. He
would show up in his proper colours a Minister who
was careless of the country’s honour, and forgetful of
his own : a Minister whose arrogance ought no longer
to be tolerated by the country gentlemen of England.
Sir John, a little man in brass buttons, and a tall head,
who loves to hear his own voice, came and made a
speech on the above topics to the writer of the present
biography; that writer’s lady was in his study as Sir
John expounded his views at some length. She listened
- to him with the greatest attention and respect. She
was shocked to hear of the ingratitude of Government;
astounded and terrified by his exposition of the designs
of—of that Great Power whose intrigues were so me-
nacing to European tranquillity. She was most deeply
interested in the idea of establishing the Review. He
would, of course, be himself the editor; and—and—
(here the woman looked across the table at her husband
with a strange triumph in her eyes)—she knew, they
both knew, the very man of all the world who was most
suited to act as sub-editor under Sir John—a gentle-
man, one of the truest that ever livel—a university
man; a man remarkably versed in the European lan-
guages—that is, in French most certainly. And now

o
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the reader, I dare say, can guess who this individual
was. “I knew it at once,” says the lady, after Sir
John had taken his leave. ¢TI told you that those
dear children would not be forsaken.” And I would
no more try and persuade her that the European Review
was not ordained of all time to afford maintenance to
Philip, than I would induce her to turn Mormon, and
accept all the consequences to which ladies must submit
when they make profession of that creed.

“You see, my love,” I say to the partner of my
existence, “ what other things must have been ordained
of all time as well as Philip’s appointment to be sub-
editor of the European Review. It must have been
decreed ab initio that Lady Plinlimmon should give
evening parties, in order that she might offend Lady
Tregarvan by not asking her to those parties. It must
have been ordained by fate that Lady Tregarvan
should be of a jealous disposition, so that she might
hate Lady Plinlimmon, and was to work upon her hus-
band, and inspire him with anger and revolt against
his chief. It must have been ruled by destiny that
Tregarvan should be rather a weak and wordy per-
sonage, fancying that he had a talent for literary com-
position. Else he would not have thought of setting
up the Review. Else he would never have been angry
with Lord Plinlimmon for not inviting him to tea.
Else he would not have engaged Philip as sub-editor.
So, you see, in order to bring about this event, and put
a couple of hundreds a year into Philip Firmin’s pocket,
the Tregarvans have to be born from the earliest times;
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the Plinlimmons have to spring up in the remotest
ages, and come down to the present day: Dr. Firmin
has to be a rogue, and undergo his destiny of cheating
his son of money :—all mankind up to the origin of our
race are involved in your proposition, and we actually
arrive at Adam and Eve, who are but fulfilling their
destiny, which was to be the ancestors of Philip
Firmin.”

«“Even in our first parents there was doubt and
scepticism and misgiving,” says the lady, with strong
emphasis on the words. If you mean to say that
there is no such thing as a Superior Power watching
over us, and ordaining things for our good, you are an
atheist—and such a thing as an atheist does not exist in
the world, and I would not believe you if you said you
were one twenty times over.”

I mention these points by the way, and as samples of
lady-like logic. I acknowledge that Philip himself, as
he looks back at his past career, is very much moved.
“1 do not deny,” he says, gravely, * that these things
happened in the natural order. I say I am grateful for
what happened ; and look back at the past not without
awe. In great grief and danger maybe, I have had
timely rescue. Under great suffering I have met with
supreme consolation. When the trial has seemed almost
too hard for me it has ended, and our darkness has been
lightened. Ut vivo et valeo—si valeo, I know by Whose
permission this is,—and would you forbid me to be
thankful? to be thankful for my life; to be thankful
for my children; to be thankful for the daily bread
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‘which has been granted to me, and the temptation from
which I have been rescued? As I think of the' past
and its bitter trials, I bow my head in thanks and awe.
I wanted succour, and I found it. I fell on evil times,
and good friends pitied and helped me—good friends
like yourself, your dear wife, many another I could
name. In what moments of depression, old friend,
have you not seen me, and cheered me? Do you know
in the moments of our grief the inexpressible value of
your sympathy ? Your good Samaritan takes out only
twopence maybe for the wayfarer whom he has rescued,
bat the little timely supply saves a life. You remember
dear old Ned St. George—dead in the West Indies
years ago? Before he got his place, Ned was hanging
on in London, so utterly poor and ruined, that he had
not often a shilling to buy a dinner. He used often to
come to us, and my wife and our children loved him;
and I used to leave a heap of shillings on my study-
table, so that he might take two or three as he wanted
them. Of course you remember him. You were at
the dinner which we gave him on his getting his place.
I forget the cost of that dinner; but I remember my
share amounted to the exact number of shillings which
poor Ned had taken off my table. He gave me the
money then and there at the tavern at Blackwall. He
said it seemed providential. But for those shillings,
and the constant welcome at our poor little table, he
said he thought he should have made away with his
life. I am not bragging of the twopence which I gave,
but thanking God for sending me there to give it.
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Benedico benedictus. 1 wonder sometimes am I the I
of twenty years ago? before -our heads were bald,
friend, and when the little ones reached up to our
knees? Before dinner you saw me in the library
reading in that old Furopean Review which your friend
Tregarvan established. I came upon an article of my
own, and a very dull one, on a subject which I knew
nothing about. ¢ Persian politics, and the intrigues at
the Court of Teheran.” It was done to order. Tregarvan
had some special interest about Persia, or wanted to
“vex Sir Thomas Nobbles, who was Minister there. I
breakfasted with Tregarvan in the Albany, the facts (we
will call them facts) and papers were supplied to me,
and I went home to point out the delinquencies of Sir
Thomas, and the atrocious intrigues of the Russian
Court. Well, sir, Nobbles, Tregarvan, Teheran, all
disappeared as I looked at the text in the old volume of
the Review. I saw a deal table in a little room, and a
reading lamp, and a young fellow writing at it, with a
sad heart, and a dreadful apprehension torturing him.
One of our children was ill in the adjoining room, and
I have before me the figure of my wife coming in from
time to time to my room and saying, *She is asleep
now, and the fever is much lower.”

Here our conversation was interrupted by the entrance
of a tall young lady, who says, “Papa, the coffee is
quite cold: and the carriage will be here very soon,
and both mamma and my godmother say they are
growing very angry. Do you know you have been
talking here for two hours?”
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Had two hours actually slipped away, as we sate
prattling about old times? As I narrate them, I prefer
to give Mr. Firmin’s account of his adventures in his
own words, where I can recal or imitate them. Both of
us are graver and more reverend seigniors than we were
at the time of which I am writing. Has not Firmin’s
girl grown up to be taller than her godmother?
Veterans both, we love to prattle about the merry
- days when we were young—(the merry days? no, the
past is never merry)—about the days when we were
young; and do we grow young in talking of them, or
only indulge in a senile cheerfulness and prolixity ?

Tregarvan sleeps with his Cornish fathers: Europe
for many years has gone on without her Review : but it
is a certainty that the establishment of that occult organ
of opinion tended very much to benefit Philip Firmin,
and helped for a while to supply him and several inno-
cent people dependent on him with their daily bread.
Of course, as they were so poor, this worthy family
increased and multiplied ; and as they increased, and as
they multiplied, my wife insists that I should point out
how support was found for them. When there was a
second child in Philip’s nursery, he would have removed
from his lodgings in Thornhaugh Street, but for the
prayers and commands of the affectionate Little Sister,
who insisted that there was plenty of room in the house
for everybody, and who said that if Philip went away
she would cut off her little godchild with a shilling.
And then indeed it was discovered for the first time,
that this faithful and affectionate creature had endowed
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Philip with all her little property. These are the rays
of sunshine in the dungeon. These are the drops of
water in the desert. And with a full heart our friend
acknowledges how comfort came to him in his hour of
need.

Though Mr. Firmin has a very grateful heart, it has
- been admitted that he was a loud, disagreeable Firmin
at times, impetuous in his talk, and violent in his be-
haviour: and we are now come to that period of his
history, when he had a quarrel in which I am sorry to
say Mr. Philip was in the wrong. Why do we consort
with those whom we dislike? Why is it that men
will try and associate between whom no love is? I
think it was the ladies who tried to reconcile Philip
and his master; who brought them together, and strove
to make them friends; but the more they met the more
they disliked each other; and now the Muse has to
relate their final and irreconcilable rupture.

Of Mugford’s wrath the direful tale relate, O Muse !
and Philip’s pitiable fate. I have shown how the men
had long been inwardly envenomed one against another.
“Because Firmin is as poor as a rat, that’s no reason
why he should adopt that hawhaw manner, and them
high and mighty airs towards a man who gives him the
bread he eats,” Mugford argued not unjustly. ¢ What
do I care for his being-a university man? I am as
good as he is. I am better than his old scamp of a
father, who was a college man too, and lived in fine
company. I made my own way in the world, indepen-
dent, and supported myself since I was fourteen years
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of age, and helped my mother and brothers too, and
that’s more than my sub-editor can say, who cant
support himself yet. I could get fifty sub-editors as
good as he is, by calling out of the window into the
street, I could. I say, hang Firmin! DI’'m a-losing all
patience with him.” On the other hand, Mr. Philip
~was in the habit of speaking his mind with equal can-
dour. “What right has that person to call me Firmin?”
he asked. “I am Firmin to my equals and friends. I
am this man’s labourer at four guineas a week. I give
‘him his money’s worth, and on every Saturday evening
we are quits. Call me Philip indeed, and strike me
in the side! I choke, sir, as I think of the con~
- founded familiarity!” ¢ Confound his impudence!”
was the cry, and the not unjust cry of the labourer and
his employer. The men should have been kept apart :
and it was a most mistaken Christian charity and female
conspiracy which brought them together.  Another
invitation from Mugford. It was agreed that I was
never to go again, and I won’t go,” says Philip to
his meek wife. “ Write and say we are engaged,
Charlotte.”

«Jt is for the 18th of next month, and this is the
23rd,” said poor Charlotte. “ We can’t well say that
we are engaged so far off.”

« It is for one of his grand ceremony parties,” urged
the Little Sister. “ You can’t come to no quarrelling
there. He has a good heart. So have you. There’s
no good quarrelling with him. Oh, Philip, do forgive,
and be friends!” Philip yielded to the remonstrances
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of the women, as we all do; and a letter was sent to
Hampstead, announcing that Mr. and Mrs. P. F. would
have the honour, &c.

In his quality of newspaper proprietor, musical pro-
fessors and opera singers paid much court to Mr. Mug-
ford; and he liked to entertain them at his hospitable
table; to brag about his wines, cookery, plate, garden,
prosperity, and private virtue, during dinner, whilst the
artists sate respectfully listening to him; and to go to
sleep and snore, or wake up and join cheerfully in a
chorus, when the professional people performed in the

.drawing-room. Now, there was a lady who was once
known on the theatre by the name of Mrs. Ravenswing,
and who had been forced on to the stage by the mis-
conduct of her husband, a certain Walker, one of the
greatest scamps who ever entered a gaol. On Walker’s
death, this lady married a Mr. Woolsey, a wealthy
tailor, who retired from his business, as he caused his
wife to withdraw from hers.

Now, more worthy and honourable people do not live
than Woolsey and his wife, as those know who were
acquainted with their history. Mrs. Woolsey is loud.
Her &’s are by no means where they should be; her
knife at dinner is often where it should not be. :She
calls men aloud by their names, and without any prefix
of courtesy. She is very fond of porter, and has no
scruple in asking for it. She sits down to play the
piano, and to sing with perfect good nature, and if you
look at her hands as they wander over the keys—well,
I don’t wish to say anything unkind,—but I am forced
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to own that those hands are not so white as the ivory
which they thump. Woolsey sits in perfect rapture
listening to his wife. Mugford presses her to take a
glass of ¢ somethink” afterwards ; and the good-natured
soul says she will take something ’ot. She sits and
listens with infinite patience and good-humour whilst
the little Mugfords go through their horrible little
musical exercises; and these over, she is ready to go
back to the piano again, and sing more songs, and’
drink more ’ot.

I do not say that this was an elegant woman, or a
fitting companion for Mrs. Philip; but I know that
Mrs. Woolsey was a good, clever, and kindly woman,
and that Philip behaved rudely to her. He never
meant to be rude to her, he said; but the truth is, he
treated her, her husband, Mugford, and Mrs. Mugford,
with a haughty ill-humour which utterly exasperated
and perplexed them.

About this poor lady, who was modest and innocent
as Susannah, Philip had heard some wicked elders at
wicked clubs tell wicked stories in old times. There
was that old Trail, for instance, what woman escaped
from his sneers and slander? There were others who
could be named, and whose testimony was equally un-
truthful. On an ordinary occasion Philip would never
have cared or squabbled about a question of precedence,
and would have taken any place assigned to him at any
_ table. But.when Mrs. Woolsey, in crumpled satins
and blowsy lace made her appearance, and was eagerly
and respectfully saluted by the host and hostess, Philip
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remembered those early stories about the poor lady:
his eyes flashed wrath, and his breast beat with an in-
dignation which almost choked him. Ask that woman
to meet my wife? he thought to himself, and looked so
ferocious and desperate that the timid little wife gazed
with alarm at her Philip, and crept up to him and
whispered, * What is it, dear ?”

Meanwhile, Mrs. Mugford and Mrs. Woolsey were
in full colloquy about the weather, the nursery, and so
forth—and Woolsey and Mugford giving each other the
hearty grasp of friendship. Philip, then, scowling at
the newly arrived guests, turning his great hulking back
upon the company and talking to his wife, presented a
not agreeable figure to his entertainer.

¢ Hang the fellow’s pride!” thought Mugford. “ He
chooses to turn his back upon my company, because
‘Woolsey was a tradesman. An honest tailor is better
than a bankrupt, swindling doctor, I should think.
Woolsey need not be ashamed to show his face, I
suppose. Why did you make me ask that fellar again,
Mrs. M.? Don’t you see our society ain’t good enough
for him?”

Philip’s conduct, then, so irritated Mugford, that
when dinner was announced, he stepped forward and
offered his arm to Mrs. Woolsey; having intended in
the first instance to confer that honour upon Charlotte.
¢TIl show him,” thought Mugford, * that an honest
tradesman’s lady who pays his way, and is not afraid
of anybody, is better than my sub-editor’s wife, the
daughter of a bankrupt swell.” Though the dinner
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was illaminated by Mugford’s grandest plate, and accom-
panied by his very best wine, it was a gloomy and
weary repast to several people present, and Philip and
Charlotte, and I daresay Mugford, thought it never
would be done. Mrs. Woolsey, to be sure, placidly ate
her dinner, and drank her wine; whilst, remembering
these wicked legends against her, Philip sate before the
poor unconscious lady, silent, with glaring eyes, insolent
and odious ; so much so, that Mrs. Woolsey imparted to
Mrs. Mugford her surmise that the tall gentleman must
have got out of bed the wrong leg foremost.

Well, Mrs. Woolsey’s carriage and Mr. Firmin’s cab
were announced at the same moment ; and immediately
Philip started up and beckoned his wife away. But
Mrs. Woolsey’s carriage and lamps of course had the
precedence ; .and this lady Mr. Mugford accompamed
to her carriage step.

He did not pay the same attention to Mrs. F irmin.
Most likely he forgot. Possibly he did not think
etiquette required he should show that sort of politeness
to a sub-editor’s wife: at any rate, he was not so rude
as Philip himself had been during the eveming, but he
stood in the hall Jooking at his guests departing in their
cab, when, in a sudden gust of passion, Philip stepped
out of the carriage, and stalked up to his host, who
stood there in his own hall confronting him, Philip
declared, with a most impudent smile on his face.

 Come back to light a pipe I suppose? Nice thing
for your wife, ain’t it ?” said Mugford, rellshmg his own
Joke. : _

48—2
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“I am come back, sir,” said Philip, glaring at Mug-
ford, ¢ to ask how you dared invite Mrs. Philip Firmin
to meet that woman?”

Here, on his side, Mr. Mugford lost his temper, and
from this moment Ais wrong begins. When he was in
a passion, the language used by Mr. Mugford was not,
it appears, choice. We have heard that when angry,
he was in the habit of swearing freely at his subordi-
nates. He broke out on this occasion also with many
oaths. He told Philip that he would stand his impu-
dence no longer; that he was as good as a swindling
doctor’s son ; that though he hadn’t been to college he
could buy and pay them as had; and that if Philip
liked to come into the back yard for ten minutes, he’d
give him one—two, and show him whether he was
a man or not. Poor Charlotte, who, indeed, fancied
that her husband had gone back to light his cigar, sat
awhile unconscious in her cab, and supposed that the
two gentlemen were engaged on newspaper business.
When Mugford began to pull his coat off, she sat
wondering, but not in the least understanding the mean-
ing of the action. Philip had described his employer
as walking about his office without a coat and using
energetic language. '

But when, attracted by the loudness of the talk,
Mrs. Mugford came forth from her neighbouring draw-
ing-room, accompanied by such of her children as had
not yet gonme to roost—when seeing Mugford pulling
off his dress-coat, she began to scream—when, lifting
his voice over hers, Mugford poured forth oaths, and



BATTLE ROYAL. 117

frantically shook his fists at Philip, asking how that
blackguard dared insult him in his own house, and
proposing to knock his head off at that moment—then
poor Char, in a wild alarm, sprang out of the cab, ran
to her husband, whose whole frame was throbbing,
whose nostrils were snorting with passion. Then Mrs.
Mugford springing forward, placed her ample form
before her husband’s, and calling Philip a great cowardly
beast, asked him if he was going to attack that little
old man? Then Mugford dashing his coat down to
the ground, called with fresh oaths to Philip to come
on. And, in fine, there was a most unpleasant row,
occasioned by Mr. Philip Firmin’s hot temper.
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CHAPTER VL
RES ANGUSTA DOMIL

To reconcile these two men was impossible, after such a
quarrel as that described in the last chapter. The only
chance of peace was to keep the two men apart. If
they met, they would fly at each other. Mugford
always persisted that he could have got the better of his
great hulking sub-editor, who did not know the use of
his fists. In Mugford’s youthful time, bruising was
a fashionable art ; and the old gentleman still believed
in his own skill and prowess. “Don’t tell me,” he
would say ; « though the fellar is as big as a life-guards-
man, I would have doubled him up in two minutes.” I
am very glad, for poor Charlotte’s sake and his own,
that Philip did not undergo the doubling-up process.
He himself felt such a wrath and surprise at his em-
ployer as, I suppose, a lion does when a little dog
attacks him. I should not like to be that little dog; nor
does my modest and peaceful nature at all prompt and
impel me to combat with lions.

It was mighty well Mr. Philip Firmin had shown his
spirit, and quarrelled with his bread-and-butter; but
when Saturday came, what philanthropist would hand
four sovereigns and four shillings over to Mr. F., as
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Mr. Burjoyce, the publisher of the Pall Mall Gazette,
had been accustomed to do? I will say for my friend
that a still keener remorse than that which he felt about
money thrown away attended him when he found that
Mrs. Woolsey, towards whom he had cast a sidelong
stone of persecution, was a most respectable and honour-
able lady. “1I should like to go, sir, and grovel before
her,” Philip said, in his energetic way. <If I see that
tailor, I will request him to put his foot on my head,
and trample on me with his highlows. Oh, for shame!
for shame! Shall I never learn charity towards my
neighbours, and always go on believing in the lies
which people tell me? When I meet that scoundrel
Trail at the club, I must chastise him. How dared he
take away the reputation of an honest woman?” Philip’s
friends besought him, for the sake of society and peace,
not to carry this quarrel farther. “If,” we said, “every
woman whom Trail has maligned had a champion who
should box Trail’s ears at the club, what a vulgar, quar-
relsome place that club would become! My dear Philip,
did you ever know Mr. Trail say a good word of man
or woman?” and by these or similar entreaties and
arguments, we succeeded in keeping the Queen’s peace.
Yes: but how find another Pall Mall Gazette? Had
Philip possessed seven thousand pounds in the three per
cents., his income would have been no greater than that
which he drew from Mugford’s faithful ‘bank. Ah!
how wonderful ways and means are! When I think
how this very line, this very word, which I am writing
represents money, I am lost in a respectful astonishment.
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A man takes his own case, as he says his own prayers,
on behalf of himself and his family. I am paid, we
will say, for the sake of illustration, at the rate of six-
pence per line. With the words “ Ah, how wonderful,”
to the words “ per line,” I can buy a loaf, a piece of
butter, a jug of milk, a modicum of tea,—actually enough
to make breakfast for the family; and the servants of
the house ; and the charwoman, their servant, can shake
up the tea-leaves with a fresh supply of water, sop the
crusts, and get a meal, tant bien que mal. Wife, chil-
dren, guests, servants, charwoman, we are all actually
making a meal off Philip Firmin’s bones as it were. And
my next-door neighbour, whom I see marching away to
chambers, umbrella in hand? And next door but one,
the city man? And next door but two the doctor !—I
know the baker has left loaves at every one of their doors
this morning, that all their chimnies are smoking, and
they will all have breakfast. Ah, thank God for it!
I hope, friend, you and I are not too proud to ask for
our daily bread, and to be grateful for getting it? Mr.
Philip had to work for his, in care and trouble, like
other children of men:—to work for it, and I hope to
pray for it, too. It is a thought to me awful and beau-
tiful, that of the daily prayer, and of the myriads of
fellow-men uttering it, in care and in sickness, in doubt
and in poverty, in health and in wealth. Panem nostrum
da nobis hodie. Philip whispers it by the bedside where
wife and child lie sleeping, and goes to his early labour
with a stouter heart: as he creeps to his rest when
the day’s labour is over, and the quotidian bread is
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earned, and breathes his hushed thanks to the bountiful
Giver of the meal. All over this world what an endless
chorus is,singing of love, and thanks, and prayer. Day
tells to day the wondrous story, and night recounts it
unto night. How do I come to think of a sunrise
which I saw near twenty years ago on the Nile, when
the river and sky flushed and glowed with the dawning
light, and as the luminary appeared, the boatmen knelt
on the rosy deck, and adored Allah? So, as thy sun
rises, friend, over the humble housetops round about
your home, shall you wake many and many a day to
duty and labour. May the task have been honestly
done when the night comes; and the steward deal kindly
with the labourer.

So two of Philip’s cables cracked and gave way after
a very brief strain, and the poor fellow held by nothing
now but that wonderful European Review established
by the mysterious Tregarvan. Actors, a people of
superstitions and traditions, opine that heaven, in some
mysterious way, makes managers for their benefit. In
like manner, Review proprietors are sent to provide the
pabulum for us men of letters. With what complacency
- did my wife listen to the somewhat long-winded and
pompous oratory of Tregarvan! He pompous and
commonplace? Tregarvan spoke with excellent good
sense. That wily woman never showed she was tired
of his conversation. She praised him to Philip behind
his back, and would not allow a word in his disparage-
ment. As a doctor will punch your chest, your liver,
your heart, listen at your lungs, squeeze your pulse,
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and what not, so this practitioner studied, shampooed,
auscultated Tregarvan. Of course, he allowed.himself
to be operated upon. Of course, he had no jdea that
the lady was flattering, wheedling, humbugging him ;
bat thought that he was a very well-informed, eloquent
man, who had seen and read a great deal, and had an
agreeable method of imparting his knowledge, and that
the lady in question was a sensible woman, naturally
eager for more information. Go, Dalilah! I under-
stand your tricks! I know many another Omphale in
London, who will coax Hercules away from his club, to
come and listen to her wheedling talk.

One great difficulty we had was to make Philip read
Tregarvan’s own articles in the Review. He at first
said he could not, or that he could not remember them ;
so that there was no use in reading them. And Philip’s
new master used to make artful allusions to his own
writings in the course of conversation, so that our
unwary friend would find himself under examination in
any casual interview with Tregarvan, whose opinions
on free-trade, malt-tax, income-tax, designs of Russia,
or what not, might be accepted or denied, but ought
at least to be known. We actunally made Philip get up
his owner’s articles. We put questions to him, privily,
regarding them—¢ coached” him, according to the
university phrase. My wife humbugged that wretched
Member of Parliament in a way which makes me
shudder, when I think of what hypocrisy the sex is
capable. Those arts and dissimulations with which she
wheedles others, suppose she exercise them on me?
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Horrible thought ! No, angel | To others thou mayst
be. a coaxing hypocrite; to me thou art all candour!
Other men may have been humbugged by other women ;
but I am not to be taken in by that sort of thing; and
thou art all candour !

We had then so much per annum as editor. We
were paid, besides, for our articles. We had really a
snug little pension out of this Review, and we prayed it
might last for ever. We might write a novel. We
might contribute articles to a daily paper; get a little
parliamentary practice as a barrister. We actnally did
get Philip into a railway case or two, and my wife must
be coaxing and hugging solicitors’ ladies, as she had
wheedled and coaxed Members of Parliament. Why, I
do believe my Dalilah set up a flirtation with old Bishop
Crossticks, with an idea of getting her protégé a living;
and though the lady indignantly repudiates this charge,
will she be pleased to explain how the bishop’s sermons
were so outrageously praised in the Review ?

Philip’s roughness and frankness did mnot displease
Tregarvan, to the wonder of us all, who trembled lest
he should lose this as he had lost his former place:
Tregarvan had more country-houses than one, and at
these not only was the editor of the Review made
welcome, but the editor’s wife and children, whom
Tregarvan’s wife took in especial regard. In London,
Lady Mary had assemblies, where our little friend
Charlotte made her appearance; and half-a-dozen times
in the course of the season the wealthy Cornish gentle-
man feasted his retainers of the Review. His wine was
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excellent and old; his jokes were old, too; his table
pompous, grave, plentiful. If Philip was to eat the
bread of dependence, the loaf was here very kindly pre-
pared for him ; and he ate it humbly, and with not too
much grumbling. This diet chokes some proud
stomachs and disagrees with them ; but Philip was very
humble now, and of a nature grateful for kindness.
He is one who requires the help of friends, and can
accept benefits without losing independence—not all
men’s gifts, but some men’s, whom he repays not only
with coin, but with an immense affection and gratitude.
How that man did laugh at my witticisms! How he
worshipped the ground on which my wife walked!
He elected himself our champion. He quarrelled with
other people, who found fault with our characters, or
would not see our perfections. There was something
affecting in the way in which this big man took the
humble place. We could do no wrong in his eyes;
and woe betide the man who spoke disparagingly of us
in his presence !

One day, at his patron’s table, Philip exercised his
valour and championship in our behalf by defending us
against the evil speaking of that Mr. Trail, who has
been mentioned before as a gentleman difficult to please,
and credulous of ill regarding his neighbour. The talk
happened to fall upon the character of the reader’s most
humble servant, and Trail, as may be imagined, spared
me no more than the rest of mankind. Would you like
to be liked by all people ? That would be a reason why
Trail should hate you. Were you an angel fresh
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dropped from the skies, he would espy dirt on your
robe, and a black feather or two in your wing. As for
me, I know I am not angelical at all ; and in walking
my native earth, can’t help a little mud on my trousers.
Well: Mr. Trail began to paint my portrait, laying on
those dark shadows which that well-known master is in
the habit of employing. I was a parasite of the nobility ;
I was a heartless sycophant, house-breaker, drunkard,
murderer, returned convict, &c. &c. With a little
imagination, Mrs. Candour can fill up the outline, and
arrange the colours so as to suit her amiable fancy.
Philip had come late to dinner; of this fault, I must
confess, he is guilty only too often. The company were
at table; he took the only place vacant, and this hap-
pened to be at the side of Mr. Trail. On Trail's other
side was a portly individual of a healthy and rosy coun-
tenance and voluminous white waistcoat, to whom Trail
directed much of his amiable talk, and whom he ad-
dressed once or twice as Sir John. Once or twice
already we have seen how Philip has quarrelled at table.
He cried mea culpa loudly and honestly enough. He
made vows of reform in this particular. He succeeded,
dearly beloved brethren, not much worse or better than
you and I do, who confess our faults, and go on
promising to improve, and stumbling and picking our-
selves up every day. The pavement of life is strewed
with orange-peel ; and who has not slipped on the flags ?
“He is the most conceited man in London,”—Trail
was going on, “ and one of the most worldly. He will
throw over a colonel to dine with a general. He
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wouldn’t throw over you two baronets—he is a great
deal too shrewd a fellow for that. He wouldn’t give
you up, perhaps, to dine with a lord ; but any ordinary
baronet he would.”

“ And why not us as well as the rest?” asks Tre-
garvan, who seemed amused at the speaker’s chatter.

“ Because you are not like common baronets at all.
Because your estates are a great deal too large. . Be-
cause, I suppose, you might either of you go to the Upper
House any day. Because, as an author, he may be
supposed to be afraid of a certain Review,” cries Trail,
with a loud laugh.

¢ Trail is speaking of a friend of yours,” said the
host, nodding and smiling to the new comer.

% Very lucky for my friend,” growls Philip, and eats
his soup in silence.

«“ By the way, that article of his on Madame de
Sévigné is poor stuff. No knowledge of the period.
Three gross blunders in French. A man can’t write of
French society unless he has lived in French society.
“What does Pendennis know of it? A man who makes
blunders like those can’t understand French. A man
who can’t speak French can’t get on in French society.
Therefore he can’t write about French society. All
these propositions are clear enough. Thank you. Dry
champagne, if you please. He is emormously over-
rated, Itell you; and so is his wife. They used to put
her forward as a beauty: and she is only a dowdy
woman out of & nursery. She has no style about her.”

« She is only one of the best women in the world,”
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Mr. Firmin called out, turning very red ; and hereupon
entered into a defence of our characters, and pronounced
a eulogium upon both and eachof us, in which I hope there
was some little truth. However, he spoke with great
enthusiasm, and Mr. Trail found himself in a minority.

“ You are right to stand up for your friends, Firmin!”
cried the host. “ Let me introduce you to——"

“ Let me introduce myself,” said the gentleman on
the other side of Mr. Trail. ¢ Mr. Firmin, you and I
are kinsmen,—I am Sir John Ringwood.” And Sir
John reached a hand to Philip across Trail’s chair.
They talked a great deal together in the course of the
evening : and when Mr. Trail found that the great
county gentleman was friendly and familiar with Philip,
and claimed a relationship with him, his mammer
towards Firmin altered. He pronounced afterwards a
warm eulogy upon Sir John for his frankness and good
nature in recognizing his unfortunate relative, and
charitably said, « Philip might not be like the doctor,
and could not help having a rogue for a father.” In
former days, Trail had eaten and druuken freely at that
rogue’s table. But we must have truth, you know, before
all things: and if your own brother has committed a sin,
common justice requires that you should stone him.

In former days, and not long after Lord Ringwood’s
death, Philip had left his card at this kinsman’s door,
and Sir John’s butler, driving in his master’s brougham,
had left a card upon Philip, who was not over well
pleased by this acknowledgment of his civility, and, in
fact, employed abusive epithets when he spoke of the
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transaction. But when the two gentlemen actually
met, their intercourse was kindly and pleasant enough.
Sir John listened to his relative’s talk—and it appears,
Philip comported himself with his usual free and easy
manner—with interest and curiosity ; and owned after-
wards that evil tongues had preyiously been busy with
the young man’s character, and that slander and un-
truth had been spoken regarding him. In this respect,
if Philip is worse off than his neighbours, I can only
say his neighbours are fortunate.

Two days after the meeting of the cousins, the tran-
quillity of Thornhaugh Street was disturbed by the
appearance of a magnificent yellow chariot, with crests,
hammer-cloths, a bewigged coachman, and a powdered
footman. Betsy, the nurse, who was going to take baby
out for a walk, encountered this giant on the threshold
of Mrs. Brandon’s door: and a lady within the chariot
delivered three cards to the tall menial, who transferred
. them to Betsy. And Betsy persisted in saying that the
lady in the carriage admired baby very much, and
asked its age, at which baby’s mamma was not in the least
surprised. In due course, an invitation to dinner followed,
and our friends became acquainted with their kinsfolk.

If you have a good memory for pedigrees—and in
my youthful time every man de bonne maison studied
genealogies, and had his English families in his memory
—you know that this Sir John Ringwood, who suc-
ceeded to the principal portion of the estates, but not to
the titles of the late earl, was descended from a mutual
ancestor, a Sir John, whose elder son was ennobled



PEDIGREE. 129

‘(temp Geo. L), whilst the second son, following the legal
profession, became a judge, and had a son, who became a
baronet, and who begat that present Sir John who has
just been shaking hands with Philip across Trail’s back.*
Thus the two men were cousins; and in right of the
heiress, his poor mother, Philip might quarter the Ring-
wood arms on his carriage whenever he drove out.
These, you know, are argent, a dexter sinople on a fesse
wavy of the first—or pick out, my dear friend, any
coat you like out of the whole heraldic wardrobe, and
accommodate it to our friend Firmin.

* Copied, by permission of P. Firmin, Esq., from the Genealogical
. Tree in his possession,
Sir J. Ringwood, Bart.,
of Wingate and Whipham,
b. 1649 ;lob. 1725.

| |
Sir J., Bart., Sir Philip, Kat.,

1st Baron Ringwood. a Baron of the
ob. 1770. Exchequer.
R
John, 21|1d Baron, Phlilip, Sir John, Bart.,
created Earl of Ringwood  a Colonel in of the Hays.
and Visct, Cingbars. the Army.
| ob. 1808,
Charles, Visct. Cingbars, Sir John of the Hays,
b. 1802 ; ob. 1824. and now of
Wingate and Whipham
has issue.
Ma!-ia, ) Lot!uu,
b. 1801, b. 1802. Oliver. Philip,
mq Talbot Twysden, me G.B.Firmin,Esq., Hampden, Franklin,
and had issue. M.D. s and danghters.

PHILIP, b. 1825,
subject of the

YOL. IIL. present Memoir. 49
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When he was a young man at college, Philip had
«dabbled a little in this queer science of heraldry, and
used to try and believe the legends about his ancestry,
which his fond mother imparted to him. He had a
great book-plate made for himself, with a prodigious
unmber of quarterings, and .could recite the alliances by
which sueh and such a quartering came into his shield.
His father rather confirmed these histories, and spoke of
them and of his wife’s noble family with much respect :
and Philip, artlessly whispering to a vulgar boy at
school that he was descended from King John, was
thrashed very unkindly by the vulgar upper boy, and
nicknamed King John for many a long day after. I
daresay many other gentlemen who profess to trace
their descent from ancient kings have no better or
worse authority for their pedigree than friend Philip.

When our friend paid his second visit to Sir John
Ringwood, he was introduced to his kinsman’s library ;
a great family tree hung over the mantelpiece, sur-
rounded by a whole gallery of defunct Ringwoods, of
whom the baronet was now the representative. He
quoted to Philip the hackneyed old Ovidian lines
(some score of years ago a great deal of that old coin
was current in conversation). As for family, he said,
and ancestors, and what we have not done ourselves,
these things we can hardly call ours. Sir John gave
Philip to understand that he was a staunch liberal.
Sir John was for going with the age. Sir John had
fired a shot from the Paris barricades. Sir John was
for the rights of man everywhere all over 'the world.
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He had pictares of Franklin, Lafayette, Washington,
and the first Consul Bonaparte, on his walls along with
his ancestors. He had lithograph copies of Magma
Charta, the Declaration of American Independence,-and
the Signatures to the Death of Charles . He did net
scruple to own his preference for republican institutions.
He wished to know what right had any man—the late
Lord Ringwood, for example—to sit in a hereditary
House of Peers and legislate over him ? That lord had
had a som, Cingbars, who died many years before, a
victim of his own follies and debaucheries. Had Lard
Cingbars survived his father, he would now be sitting
an ear] in the House of Peers—the most ignorant young
man, the most unprincipled young man, reckless, disse-
lute, of the feeblest intellect, and the worst life. WeH,
had he lived and inherited the Ringwood property, that
creature would have been an, earl: whereas he, Sir
John, his superior in morals, in character, in intellect,
his equal in point of birth (for had they net both a
common ancestor ?) was Sir John still. The inequali-
ties in men’s chances in life were monstrous and ridicu-
lous. He was determined, henceforth, to look at a man
for himself alone, and not esteem him for any of the
absurd caprices of fortune.

As the republican ‘was talking to his relative, a ser-
vant came into the room and whispered to his master
that the plumber had come with his bill as by appoint-
ment; upon which Sir John rose up in a fury, asked
the servant how he dared to disturb him, and bade him
tell the plumber to go to the lowest depths of Tartarus.

49—2
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Nothing could equal the insolence and rapacity of
tradesmen, he said, except the insolence and idleness
of servants; and he called this one back, and asked him
how he dared to leave the fire in that state ?—stormed
and raged at him with a volubility which astonished his
new acquaintance; and, the man being gone, resumed
his previous subject of conversation, viz., natural
equality and the outrageous injustice of the present
social system. After talking for half an hour, during
which Philip found that he himself could hardly find an
opportunity of uttering a word, Sir John took out his
watch, and got up from his chair; at which hint Philip
too rose, mot sorry to bring the interview to an end.
And herewith Sir John accompanied his kinsman into
the hall, and to the street-door, before which the baro-
net’s groom was riding, leading his master’s horse. And
Philip heard the baronet using violent language to the
groom, as he had done to the servant within doors.
Why, the army in Flanders did not swear more terribly
than this admirer of republican institations and advo-
cate of the rights of man.

Philip was not allowed to go away without appointing
a day when he and his wife would partake of their kins-
man’s hospitality. On this occasion, Mrs. Philip com-
ported herself with so much grace and simplicity, that
Sir John and Lady Ringwood pronounced her to be a
very pleasing and ladylike person; and I daresay won-
dered how a person in her rank of life could have
acquired manners that were so refined and agreeable.
Lady Ringwood asked after the child which she had
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seen, praised its beauty; of course, won the mother’s
heart, and thereby caused her to speak with perhaps
more freedom than she would otherwise have felt at a
first interview. Mrs. Philip has a dainty touch on the
phino, and a sweet singing voice that is charmingly true
and neat. She performed after dinner some of the songs
of her little répertoire, and pleased her audience. Lady
Ringwood loved good music, and was herself a fine per--
former of the ancient school, when she played Haydn
and Mozart under the tuition of good old Sir George
Thrum. The tall and handsome beneficed clergyman
who acted as major-domo of Sir John’s establishment,
placed a parcel in the carriage when Mr. and Mrs.
Philip took their leave, and announced with much re-
spectful deference that the cab was paid. Our friends
no doubt would have preferred to dispense with this
ceremony ; but it is ill looking even a gift cab-horse in
the mouth, and so Philip was a gainer of some two
shillings by his kinsman’s liberality.

When Charlotte came to open the parcel which major-
domo, with his lady’s compliments, had placed in the
cab, I fear she did not exhibit that elation which we
ought to feel for the favours of our fiiends. A couple
of little frocks, of the cut of George IV., some little red.
shoes of the same period, some crumpled sashes, and
other small articles of wearing apparel, by her ladyship’s
order by her ladyship’s lady’s-maid; and Lady Ring-
wood kissing Charlotte at her departure, told her that
she had caused this little packet to be put away for her.
¢ H’m,” says Philip, only half pleased. ¢ Suppose, Sir
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John had told his butler to put up one of his blue coats
and brass buttons for me, as well as pay the cab?”

‘If it was meant in kindness, Philip, we must not be
angry,” pleaded Philip’s wife;—¢ and I am sure if yon
had heard her and the Miss Ringwoods speak of baby,
you would like them as I intend to do.”

* But Mrs. Philip never put those mouldy old red shoes
upon baby; and as for the little frocks, children’s frocks
are made so much fuller now that Lady Ringwood’s
presents did not answer at all. Charlotte managed to
furbish up a sash, and a pair of epaulets for her child—
epaulets are they called? Shoulder-knots—what you
will, ladies ; and with these ornaments Miss Firmin was.
presented to Lady Ringwood and some of her family.

The goodwill of these new-found' relatives of Philip’s
was laborious, was evident, and yet I must say was
not altogether agreeable. At the first period of their
intercourse—for this, too, I am sorry to say, came to an
end, or presently suffered interruption—tokens of affec-
tion in the shape of farm produce, country butter and
poultry, and actual butcher’s meat, came from Berkeley
Square to Thornhaugh Street. The Duke of Double-
Glo’ster I know is much richer than you are ; ‘but if he
were to offer to make you a present of half-a-crown, I
doubt whether you would be quite pleased. And so
with Philip and his relatives. A hamper brought in the
brougham, containing hot-house grapes and country butter-
is very well, but a leg of mutton I own was a gift that was
rather tough to swallow. It was tough. That point we
ascertained and established amongst roars of laughter
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one day when we dined with our friends. Did Lady
Ringwood send a sack of turnips in the brougham too?
In a word, we ate Sir John’s mutton, and we laughed at
him, and be sure many a man has done the same by you
and me. Last Friday, for instance, as Jones and Brown
go away after dining with your humble servant. “Did
you ever see such profusion and extravagance?®” asks
Brown. “Profusion and extravagance!” cries Jones,
that well-known epicure. “I never saw anything so
shabby in my life. What does the fellow mean by
asking me to such a dinner?” ¢ True,” says the other;
“ it was an abominable dinner, Jones, as you justly say;
but it was very profuse in him to give it. Pon’t you
see?” and so both our good friends are agreed.

Ere many days were over the great yellow chariot
and its powdered attendants again made their appear-
ance before Mrs. Brandon’s modest door in Thornhaugh
Street, and Lady Ringwood and two daughters de-
scended from the carriage and made their way to Mr.
Philip’s apartments in the second floor, just®as that
worthy gentleman was sitting down to dinner with his
wife. Lady Ringwood, bent upon being gracious, was.
in ecstasies with everything s he saw—a. clean house—a
nice little maid—pretty picturesque rosms—odd rooms.
—and what charming pictures! Several of these were
the work of the fond pencil of poor J. J., who, as has
been told, had painted Philip’s beard and Charlotte’s eye-
brow, and Charlotte’s baby a thousand and a thousand
times. “May we come in? Are we disturbing you?
What dear little bits of china! What a beautiful mug,
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Mr. Firmin!” This was poor J. J.’s present to his god-
daughter. ¢ How nice the luncheon looks! Dinner is
it? How pleasant to dine at this hour!” The ladies
were determined to be charmed with everything round
about them.

“We are dining on your poultry. May we offer
some to you and Miss Ringwood,” says the master of the
house. :

“ Why don’t you dine in the dining-room? Why
~ do you dine in a bedroom ?” asks Franklin Ringwood,
the interesting young son of the Baron of Ringwood.

“ Somebody else lives in the parlour,” says Mrs.
Philip. On which the boy remarks, «“ We have two
dining-rooms in Berkeley Square. I mean for us,
besides papa’s study, which I mustn’t go into. And the
servants have two dining-rooms and——"

¢ Hush !” here cries mamma, with the usual remark
regarding the beauty of silence in little boys.

But Franklin persists, in spite of the ¢ Hushes:”
«“And se we have at Ringwood; and at Whipham
there’s ever so many dining-rooms—ever so many—and
I like Whipham a great deal better than Ringwood,
because my pony is at Whipham. You have not got a
pony. You are too poor.”

“ Franklin!”

“You said he was too poor; and you would not
have had chickens if we had not given them to you.
Mamma, you know you said they were very poor, and
would like them.”

And here mamma looked red, and I daresay_Philip’s




ENFANT TERRIBLE. 137

~ cheeks and ears tingled, and for once Mrs. Philip was
thankful at hearing her baby cry, for it gave her a
pretext for leaving the room and flying to the nursery,
whither the other two ladies accompanied her.

Meanwhile Master Franklin went on with his artless
conversation. ¢ Mr. Philip, why do they say you are
wicked? You do not look wicked; and I am sure Mrs.
Philip does not look wicked—she looks very good.”

“ Who says I am wicked?” asks Mr. Firmin of his
candid young relative.

¢ Oh, ever so many ! Cousin Ringwood says so ; and
Blanche says so; and Woolcomb says so; only I don’t
like him, he’s so very brown. And when they heard
you had been to dinner, ¢ Has that beast been here?’
Ringwood says. And I don’t like him a bit. But I
like you, at least I think I do. You only have oranges
for dessert. We always have lots of things for dessert
at home. You don’t, I suppose, because you’ve got no
money—only a very little.”

“Well: I have got only a very little,” says Philip.

“I have some—ever so much. And I'll buy some-
thing for your wife; and I shall like to have you better
at home than Blanche, and Ringwood, and that Wool-
comb; and they never give me anything. You can't,
you know ; because you are so very poor—you are; but
we'll often send you things, I daresay. And I'll have
an orange, please, thank you. And there’s a chap at
our school, and his name is Suckling, and he ate
eighteen oranges, and wouldn’t give one away to any-
body.. Wasnt he a greedy pig? And I have wine
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with my oranges—I do: a glass of wine—thank you.
That’s jolly. But you don’t have it often, I suppose,
because you're so very poor.”

I am glad Philip’s infant could not understand, being-
yet of too tender age, the compliments which Lady
Ringwood and her daughter passed upon her. As it
was, the compliments charmed the mother, for whom
indeed they were intended, and did not inflame the
unconscious baby’s vanity.

“ What would the polite mamma and sister have:
said, if they had heard that unlucky Franklin’s prattle?”
The boy’s simplicity amused his tall cousin. ¢ Yes,”
says Philip, “we are very poor, but we are very happy;.
and don’t mind—that’s the truth.”

% Mademoiselle, that’s the German governess, said
she wondered how you could live at all; and I dont
think you could if you ate as much as she did. You
should see her eat; she is such a oner at eating. Fred,
my brother, that’s the one whe- is at college, one day
tried to see how Mademoiselle Wallfisch could eat, and
she had twice of soup, and then she said sivoplay ; and
then twice of fish, and she said sivoplay for more: and
then she had roast mutton—no, I think, roast beef it
was; and she eats the pease with her knife : and then she
had raspberry jam pudding, and ever so much beer; and
then- ?  But what came then we never shall know;
because while young Franklin was choking with:
laughter (accompanied with a large.: piece of orange) at
the ridiculous recollection of Miss Wallfisch’s appetite,
his mamma and sister came downstairs from Charlotte’s
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nursery, and brought the dear boy’s conversation to an
end. The ladies chose to go home, delighted with
Philip, baby, Charlotte. Everything was so proper.
Everything was so nice. Mrs. Firmin was so ladylike.
The fine ladies watched her, and her behaviour, with
that curiosity which the Brobdingnag ladies displayed
when they held up little Gulliver on their palms, and
saw him bow, smile, dance, draw his sword, and take
off his hat, just like a man.
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CHAPTER VIL

IN WHICH THE DRAWING ROOMS ARE NOT
FURNISHED AFTER ALL.

WE cannot expect to be loved by a relative whom we
have knocked into an illuminated pond, and whose coat-
tails, pantaloons, nether limbs, and best feelings, we
have lacerated with ill-treatment and broken glass. A
man whom you have so treated behind his back will not
be sparing of his punishment behind yours. Of course
all the Twysdens, male and female, and Woolcomb, the
dusky husband of Philip’s former love, hated and feared,
and maligned him; and were in the habit of speaking
of him as a truculent and reckless savage and monster,
coarse and brutal in his language and behaviour,
ragged, dirty and reckless in his personal appearance;
reeking with smoke, perpetually reeling in drink, in-
dulging in oaths, actions, laughter which rendered him
intolerable in civilized society. The Twysdens, during
Philip’s absence abroad, had been very respectful and
assiduous in courting the new head of the Ringwood
family. They had flattered Sir John, and paid court to
my lady. They had been welcomed at Sir John’s
houses in town and country. They had adopted his
politics in a great measure, as they had adopted the
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politics of the deceased peer. They had never lost an
opportunity of abusing poor Philip and of ingratiating
themselves. They had never refused any invitation
from Sir John in town or country, and had ended by
utterly boring him and Lady Ringwood and the Ring-
wood family in general. Lady Ringwood learned some-
where how npitilessly Mrs. Woolcomb had jilted her
cousin when a richer suitor appeared in the person of
the West Indian. Then news came how Philip had
administered a beating to Woolcomb, to young Twys-
den, to a dozen who set on him. The early prejudices
began to pass away. A friend or two of Philip’s told
Ringwood how he was mistaken in the young man, and
painted a portrait of him in colours much more favour-
able than those which his kinsfolk employed. Indeed,
dear relations, if the public wants to know our little
faults and errors, I think I know who will not grudge
the requisite information. Dear Aunt Candour, are you
not still alive, and dont you know what we had for
dinner yesterday, and the amount (monstrous extrava-
gance ) of the washerwoman’s bill ?

Well, the Twysden family so bespattered poor Philip
with abuse, and represented him as a monster of such
hideous mien, that no wonder the Ringwoods avoided
him. They then began to grow utterly sick and tired
of his detractors. And then Sir John, happening to
talk with his brother Member of Parliament, Tregarvan,
in the House of Commons, heard quite a different story
regarding our friend to that with which the Twysdens
had regaled him, and, with no little surprise on Sir
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John’s part, was told by Tregarvan how honest, rough,
warthy, affectionate and gentle this poor maligned fellow
was; how he had been sinned against by his wretch of
a father, whom he had forgiven and actually helped out
-of his wretched means; and how he was making a brawe
battle against poverty, and had a sweet little loving
wife and child, whom every kind heart would willingly
strive to help. Because people are rich they are not of
necessity ogres. Because they are born gentlemen and
ladies of good degree, are in easy circumstances, and
have a generous education, it does not follow that they
are heartless and will turn their back on a friend. Mo:
gui vous parle—I have been in a great strait of sickness
mnear to death, and the friends who came to help me
with every comfort, succour, sympathy, were actually
gentlemen, who lived in good houses, and had a good
-education. They didn’t turn away because I was sick,
or fly from me because they thought I was poor; on
the contrary, hand, purse, succour, sympathy were
ready, and praise be to heaven. And so too did Philip
find help when he needed it, and succour when he was
in poverty. Tregarvan, we will own, was a pompous
little man, his House of Commons speeches were dull,
and his written documents awfully slow ; but he had a
kind heart: he was touched by that picture which
Laura drew of the young man’s poverty;and honesty,
and simple hopefulness in the midst of hard times: and
we have seen how the Furopean Review was thus
entrusted to Mr. Philip's management. Then some
artful friends of Philip’s determined that he should be
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reconciled to his relations, who were well to do in the
world, and might serve him. And I wish, dear reader,
that your respectable relatives and mine would bear
- this little paragraph in mind and leave us both hand-
some legacies. Then Tregarvan spoke to Sir John
Ringwood, and that meeting was brought about, where,
for once at least, Mr. Philip quarrelled with nobody.

And now came another little piece of good luck,
which, I suppose, must be attributed to the same kind
friend who had been scheming for Philip’s benefit, and
who is never so happy as when her little plots for her
friend’s benefit can be made to succeed. Yes: when
that arch jobber—don’t tell me;—I never knew a
woman worth a pin who wasn’t—when that arch-
jobber, I say, has achieved a job by which some friend
is made happy, her eyes and cheeks brighten with
trinmph. Whether she has put a sick man into a
hospital, or got a poor woman a family’s washing, or
made a sinner repent and return to wife, husband, or
what not, that woman goes off and pays her thanks,
where thanks are due, with such fervour, with such.
lightsomeness, with such happiness, that I assure you
she is a sight to behold. Hush! When one sinner is
saved, who are glad? Some of us know a woman or
two pure as angels—know, and are thankful.

When the person about whom I have been prattling
has one of her benevolent jobs in hand, or has completed
it, there is a sort of triumph and mischief in her manner,
which I don’t know otherwise how to describe. ~She
does not understand my best jokes at this period, or
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answers them at random, or laughs very absurdly and
vacantly. She embraces her children wildly, and, at
the most absurd moments, is utterly unmindful when
they are saying their lessons, prattling their little ques-
tions, and so forth. I recal all these symptoms (and
put this and that together, as the saying is) as happen-
ing on one especial day, at the commencement of Easter
Term, eighteen hundred and never mind what—as
happening on one especial morning when this lady had
been astoundingly distraite and curiously excited. I
now remember, how during her children’s dinner-time,
she sat looking into the square out of her window, and
scarcely attending to the little innocent cries for mutton
which the children were offering up.

At last there was a rapid clank over the pavement, a
tall figure passed the parlour windows, which, our kind
friends know, look into Queen Square, and then came a
loud ring at the bell, and I thought the mistress of the
house gave an ah—a sigh—as though her heart was
relieved.

The street door was presently opened, and then the
dining-room door, and Philip walks in with his hat on,
his blue eyes staring before him, his hair flaming about,
and “La, uncle Philip!” cry the children. “ What
have you done to yourself? You have shaved off your
moustache.” And so he had, I declare! '

“1 say, Pen, look here! This has been left at
chambers ; and Cassidy has sent it on by his clerk,”
our friend said. I forget whether it has been stated
that Philip’s name still remained on the door of those
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chambers in Parchment Buildings, where we once heard
his song of “Doctor Luther,” and were present at his
call-supper.

The document which Philip produced was actually a
brief. The papers were superscribed, ¢ In Parliament,
Polwheedle and Tredyddlum Railway. To support
bill, Mr. Firmin; retainer, five guineas; brief, fifty
guineas ; consultation, five guineas. With you Mr.
Armstrong, Sir J. Whitworth, Mr. Pinkerton.” Here
was a wonder of wonders! A shower of gold was
poured out on my friend. A light dawned upon me.
The proposed bill was for a Cornish line. Our friend
Tregarvan was concerned in it, the line passing through
his property, and my wife had canvassed him privately,
and by her wheedling and blandishments had persuaded
Tregarvan to use his interest with the agents and get
Philip this welcome aid. .

Philip eyed the paper with a queer expression. He
handled it as some men handle a baby. He looked as
if he did not know what to do with it, and as if he
should like to drop it. 1 believe I made some satirical
remark to this effect as I looked at our friend with his
paper. '

«He holds a child beautifully,” said my wife with
much enthusiasm ; ¢ much better than some people who
laugh at him.”

¢ And he will hold this no doubt much to his credit.
May this be the father of many briefs. May you have
bags full of them!” Philip had all our good wishes.
They did not cost much, or avail much, but they were

VOL. IIL 50
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sincere. I know men who can’t for the lives of them
give even that cheap eoin of good will, but hate their .
neighbours’ prosperity, and are angry with them when
they cease to be dependent and poor.

We have said how Cassidy’s astonished clerk -had
brought the brief from chambers to Firmin at his
lodgings at Mrs. Brandon’s in Thernhaugh Street.
Had a bailiff served him with a writ, Philip could not
have been more surprised, or in a greater tremor. A

. brief? Grands Dieux! What was he to do with a
brief? He thought of going to bed, and being ill, of
flying from home, country; family. Brief? Charlotte,
of course, seeing her husband alarmed, began to quake
too. Indeed, if his worship’s finger aches, does not her-
whole body suffer? But Charlotte’s and Philip’s con-
stant friend, the Little Sister, felt no such fear. “Now
there’s this opening, you must take it, my dear,” she
said. ¢ Suppose you don’t know much about law——"
¢¢Much! nothing,” interposed Philip. * You might
ask me to play the piano; but as I never happened to
have learned—"

“ La—don’t tell me! You mustn’t show a faint heart.
Take the business, and do it best you can. You'll do it
better nest time, and next. The Bar’s a gentleman’s
business. Don’t ¥ attend a judge’s lady, which I
remember her with her first in a little bit of a house in
Bernard Street, Russell Square ; and now haven’t T been
to her in Eaton Square, with a butler, and two footmen,
and carriages ever so many? You may work on at
your newspapers, and get a crust, and when you’re old,
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and if you quarrel—and you have a knack of quarrel-
ling—he has, Mrs. Firmin. I knew him before you
did. Quarrelseme he is, and he will be, though you
think him an angel, to be sure.—Suppose. you quarrel

with your newspaper masters, and your reviews, and

that, you lose your place? A gentleman like Mr.
Philip oughtn’t to have a master. I couldn’t bear to
think of your going down of a Saturday to the pub-
lishing office to get your wages like a workman.”

“ But I am a workman,” interposes Philip.

“La! But do you mean to remain one for ever? I
would rise, if I was a man!” said the intrepid little.

woman ; “I would rise, or I'd know the reason why.
Who knows how many in family you’re going to be?
I'd have more spirit than to.live in a second floor—I
would !”

And the Little Sister said this, though she clung
round Philip’s child with a rapture of fondness which:
she tried in vain to conceal ; though she felt that to part.
from it would be to part from her life’s chief happiness;.

though she loved Philip as her own_son :* and Charlotte
—well, Charlotte for Philip’s sake—as women love other
women.

Charlotte came to her friends in Queen Square; and.

told us of the resolute Little Sister’s advice and conver-

sation. She knew that Mrs. Brandon only loved her as:

something belonging to Philip. She admired this Little.

Sister; and trusted her; and could afford to bear that

little somewhat scornful domination which Brandoen

exercised. “ She does not love me, because Philip does,”
50—2

r



148 PHILIP.

Charlotte said. “ Do you think I could like her, or-
any woman, if I thought Philip loved them? I could
kill them, Laura, that I could!” And at this sentiment
Iimagine daggers shooting out of a pair of eyes that
were ordinarily very gentle and bright.

Not having been engaged in the case in which Philip
had the honour of first appearing, I cannot enter into
particulars regarding it, but am sure that case must
have been uncommonly strong in itself, which could
survive such an advocate. He passed a frightful night
of torture before appearing in committee room. During
that night, he says, his hair grew grey. His old college
friend and comrade Pinkerton, who was with him in
the case, “coached” him on the day previous; and
indeed it must be owned that the work which he had to
perform was not of a nature to impair the inside or the
outside of his skull. A great man was his leader; his
friend Pinkerton followed ; and all Mr. Philip’s business
was to examine a half-dozen witnesses by questions pre-
viously arranged between them and the agents.

When you hear that, as a reward of his services in
this case, Mr. Firmin received a sum of money suffi-
cient to pay his modest family expenses for some four
months, I am sure, dear and respected literary friends,
that you will wish the lot of a parliamentary barrister
had been yours, or that your immortal works could be
paid with such a liberality as rewards the labours of
these lawyers. © Nimmer erscheinen die Gotter allein.”
After one agent had employed Philip, another came and
secured his valuable services: him two or three others
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followed, and our friend positively had money in bank.
Not only were apprehensions of poverty removed for
the present, but we had every reason to hope that
Firmin’s prosperity would increase and continue. And
when a little son and heir was born, which blessing was
conferred upon Mr. Philip about a year after his
daughter, our godchild, saw the light, we should have

-thought it shame to have any misgivings about the
fature, so cheerful did Philip’s prospects appear. “ Did
I not tell you,” said my wife, with her usual kindling

" romance, * that comfort and succour would be found for
these in the hour of their need ?” Amen. We were
grateful that comfort and succour should come. No one
I am sure was more humbly thankful than Philip himself
for the fortunate chances which befel him.

He was alarmed rather than elated by his sudden
prosperity. It can’t last,” he said. “Don’t tell me.
The attorneys must find me out before long. They
cannot continue to give their business to such an igno-
ramus; and I really think I must remonstrate with
them.” You should have seen the Little Sister’s indig-
nation when Philip uttered this sentiment in her
presence. “Give up your business? Yes, do!” she
cried, tossing up Philip’s youngest born. ¢ Fling this
baby out of window, why not indeed, which heaven has
sent it you !l—You ought to go down on your knees and
ask pardon for having thought anything so wicked.”
Philip’s heir, by the way, immediately on his entrance
into the world, had become the prime favourite of this
unreasoning woman. The little daughter was passed

.
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over ‘as a little person of mo account, and so began to
.entertain the passion of jealousy at almost the very
earliest age at which even the female breast is capable
of enjoying it.

And though this Little Sister loved all these peeple
with an almost ferocious passion of love, and lay awake,
I believe, hearing their infantine cries, or crept on
stealthy feet in darkness to their mother’s chamber-
door, behind which they lay sleeping ; though she had,
as it were, a rage for these infants, and was wretched
out-of their sight, yet, when a third and a fourth brief
came to Philip, and he was enabled to put a little money
aside, nothing would content Mrs. Brandon but that he
should go into a house of his own. ¢ A gentleman,”
she said, “ ought not to live in a two-pair lodging; he
ought to have a house of his own.” So, you see, she
hastened on the preparations for her own execution.
‘She trudged to the brokers’ shops and made wonderful
bargains of furniture. She cut chintzes, and covered
sofas, and sewed, and patched, and fitted. She found a
house and took it—Milman Street, Guildford Street,
opposite the Fondling (as the dear little soul called it),
a most genteel, quiet little street, * and quite near for
me to come,” she said, “to see my dears.” Did she
‘speak with dry eyes? Mine moisten sometimes when I
think of the faith, of the generosity, of the sacrifice, of
that devoted, loving creatyre.

I am very fond of Charlotte. Her sweetness and
simplicity won all our hearts at home. No wife or
mother ever was more attached and affectionate ; but'I
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own there was a time when I hated her, though of
course that highly principled woman, the wife of the
author of the present memoirs, says that the statement
I am making here is stuff and nonsense, net to say
immoral and irreligious. Well, then, I hated Charlotte
for the horrible eagerness which she showed in getting
away from this Little Sister, who clung round those
«children, whose first cries she had heard. I hated
Charlotte for a cruel happiness which she felt as she
hugged the children to her heart: her own children in
their own room, whom she would dress, and watch, and
wash, and tend ; and for whom she wanted no aid. No
aid, entendez-vous? Oh, it was a shame, a shame! In
the sew house, in the pleasant little trim new mursery
(fitted up by whose fond hands we will not say), is the
mother glaring over the cot, where the little ‘soft
round cheeks are pillowed; and yonder in the rooms
in Thornhaugh Street, where she has tended them for
two years, the Little Sister sits lonely, as the moonlight
streams in. God help thee, little suffering, faithful
heart! Never but once in her life before had she known
50 exquisite a pain.

Of course, we had an entertaimment in the new
house; and Philip’s friends, old and new, came to the
house-warming. The family coach of the Ringwoods
blocked up that astonished little street. The powder on
their footmen’s heads nearly brushed the ceiling, as the
monsters rose when the guests passed in and out of the
hall. The Little Sister merely took charge of the tea-
room. Philip’s ¢ library > was that usual little capboard
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byyoud the dining-room. The little drawing-room was
Jdrvadfully crowded by an ex-nursery piano, which the
Ringwoods bestowed upon their friends; and somebody
was in duty bound to play upon it on the evening of this
soirde; though the Little Sister chafed downstairs at
the music. In fact, her very words were “ Rat that
piano!” She “ratted” the instrument, because the
music would wake her little dears upstairs. And that
music did wake them; and they howled melodiously,
and the Little Sister, who was about to serve Lady Jane
Tregarvan with some tea, dashed upstairs to the nur-
sery: and Charlotte had reached the room already:
and she looked angry when the Little Sister came in:
and she said, “I am sure, Mrs. Brandon, the people
downstairs will be wanting their tea;” and she spoke
with some asperity. And Mrs. Brandon went down-
stairs without one word; and, happening to be on the
landing, conversing with a friend, and a little out of the
way of the duet which the Miss Ringwoods were per-
forming—riding their great old horse, as it were, and
putting it through its paces in Mrs. Firmin’s little
paddock ; happening, I say, to be on the landing when
Caroline passed, I took a hand as cold as stone, and
never saw a look of grief more tragic than that worn by
her poor little face as it passed. My children cried,”
she said, “and I went up to the nursery, But she don’t
want me there now.” Poor Little Sister] She humbled
herself and grovelled before Charlotte. You could not
help trampling upon her then, madam; and I hated
you—and a great number of other women. Ridley and
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T went down to her tea-room, where Caroline resumed
her place. She looked very nice and pretty, with her
pale sweet face, and her neat cap and blue ribbon.
Tortures I know she was suffering. Charlotte had been
stabbing her. Women will use the edge sometimes, and
drive the steel in. Charlotte said to me, some time
afterwards, “ I was jealous of her, and you were right;
and a dearer, more faithful creature never lived.” But
-who told Charlotte I said she was jealous? O fool! I
told Ridley, and Mr. Ridley told Mrs. Firmin.

If Charlotte stabbed Caroline, Caroline could not
help coming back again and again to the knife. On
-Sundays, when she was free, there was always a place
- for her at Philip’s modest table; and when Mrs,
Philip went to church, Caroline was allowed to reign in
the nursery. Sometimes Charlotte was generous enough
to give Mrs. Brandon this chance. When Philip took
-a house—a whole house to himself—Philip’s mother-in-
law proposed to come and stay with him, and said that,
wishing to be beholden to no one, she would pay for her
board and lodging. But Philip declined this treat,
representing, justly, that his present house was ne
bigger than his former lodgings. “My poor love is
dying to have me,” Mrs. Baynes remarked on this.
“ But her husband is so cruel to her, and keeps her
under such terror, that she dares not call her life her
own.” Cruel to her! Charlotte was the happiest of
the happy in her little house. - In consequence of his
parliamentary success, Philip went regularly to chambers
now, in the fond hope that more briefs might come.
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At chambers he likewise conducted the chief business
of his Review: and, at the accustomed hour of his
return, that usual little procession -of mother and child
and narse would be seen on the watch for him; and the
young woman—the happiest young woman in Christendom
—would walk back clinging on her husband’s arm.

All this while letters came from Philip’s dear father
:at New York, where, it appeared, he was engaged not
only in his profession, but in various speculations, with
which he was always about to make his fortune. One
day Philip got a newspaper advertising a new insurance
company, and saw, to his astonishment, the announce-
ment of “Counsel in London, Philip Firmin, Esq.,
Parchment Buildings, Temple.” A paternal letter
promised Philip great fees out of this insurance company,
but I never heard that poor Philip was any the richer.
In fact, his friends advised him to have nothing to do
with this insurance company, and to make no allusion
to it in his letters. “They feared the Danai, and the
gifts they brought,” as old Firmin would have said.
They had to impress upon Philip an abiding mistrust of
that wily old Greek, his father. Firmin senior always
‘wrote hopefully and magnificently, and persisted in
believing or declaring that ere very long he should have
to announce to Philip that his fortune was made. He
‘speculated in Wall Street, I don’t know in what shares,
inventions, mines, railways. One day,some few months
after his ‘migration to Milman Street, Philip, blushing
and hanging down his head, had to tell me that his
father had drawn upon him again. Had he not paid up
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his shares in ‘a certain mine, they would have been
forfeited, and he and Ais son after him wonld have lost &
‘certain fortune, old Danaus said. I fear an artful, a
long-bow-pulling Danaus. What, shall a man have
birth, wealth, friends, high position, and end so that we
dare not leave him alone in the roam with our spoons.?
« And you have paid this bill which the old man drew ?”
we asked. Yes, Philip had paid the bill. He vowed he
would pay no more. But it was not difficult to see that
the doctor would draw more bills upon this accommo-
dating banker. I dread the letters which begin with
-a flourish about the fortune which he .is just going to
‘make,” Philip said. He knew that the old parent
prefaced his demands for money in that way.

Mention has been made of a-great medical discovery
which he had announced to his correspondent, Mrs.
Brandon, and by which the doctor declared as usual
that he was about to make a fortune. In New York
-and Boston he had tried experiments which had been
attended with the most astonishing success. A remedy
was discovered, the mere sale of which in Eurepe and
America must bring an immense revenue to the fortu-
nate inventors. For the ladies whom Mrs. Brandon
attended, the remedy was of priceless value. He would
send her some. His friend, Captain Morgan, of the
Southampton packet-ship, wounld bring her some of this
astonishing medicine. Let her try it. Let her show
the accompanying cases to Doctor Goodenough—to any
of his brother physicians in London. Though himself
an exile from his conntry, he loved it, and was proud in
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being able to confer upon it one of the greatest blessings
with which science had endowed mankind.

Goodenough, I am sorry to say, had such a mistrust
of his confrére that he chose to disbelieve any statement
Firmin made. “I don’t believe, my good Brandon,
the fellow has nous enough to light upon any scientific
discovery more useful than a new sauce for cutlets. He
invent anything but fibs, never!” You see this Good-
enough is an obstinate old heathen; and when he has
-once found reason to mistrust a man, le for ever after
declines to believe him.

However, the doctor is a man for ever on the look-
out for more knowledge of his profession, and for more
remedies to benefit mankind : he hummed and ha'd over
the pamphlet, as the Little Sister sat watching him in
his study. He clapped it down after a while, and
slapped his hands on his little legs as his wont is.
¢ Brandon,” he says, I think there is a great deal in it,
and I think so the more because it turns out that Firmin
has nothing to do with the discovery, which has been
made at Boston.” In fact, Dr. Firmin, late of London,
had only been present in the Boston hospital, where the
experiments were made with the new remedy. He
had cried “ Halves,” and proposed to sell it as a secret
remedy, and the bottle which he forwarded to our
friend the Little Sister was labelled ¢ Firmin’s
Anodyne.” What Firmin did, indeed, was what he
had been in the habit of doing. He had taken another
man’s property, and was endeavouring to make a flourish
with it. The Little Sister returned home, then, with
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her bottle of Chloroform—for this was what Dr. Firmin
chose to call his discovery, and he had sent home a
specimen of it; as he sent home a cask of petroleum:
from Virginia; as he sent proposals for new railways
upon which he promised Philip a munificent commis-.
sion, if his son could but place the shares amongst his
friends.

And with regard to these valuables, the sanguine
doctor got to believe that he really was endowing his
son with large sums of money. My boy has set up a
house, and has a wife and two children, the young
jackanapes!” he would say to people in New York;
¢ as if he had not been extravagant enough in former
days! When I married, I had private means, and
married a nobleman’s niece with a large fortune.
Neither of these two young folks has a penny. Well,.
well, the old father must help them as well as he can!”
And I am told there were ladies who dropped the tear
of sensibility, and said, ¢ What a fond father this doctor
is! How he sacrifices himself for that scapegrace of a:
son! Think of the dear doctor at his age, toiling
cheerfully for that young man, who helped to ruin
him!” And Firmin sighed; and passed a beautiful
white handkerchief over his eyes with a beautiful white
hand; and, I believe, really cried ; and thought himself
quite a good, affectionate, injured man. He held the
plate at Church; he looked very handsome and tall, and
bowed with a charming melancholy grace to the ladies
as they put in their contributions. The dear man!
His plate was fuller than other people’s—so a traveller
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told us who saw him in New York; and described a.
very choice dinner which the doctor gave to a few
friends, at.one of the smartest hotels just then opened.

. With all the Little Sister’s good management Mr..
and Mrs. Philip. were only able to.instal themselves in.
their new house at a considerable expense, and beyond
that great Ringwood piano which swaggered in Philip’s;
little drawing-room, I am constrained to say that there
was scarce: any furniture at all. One of the railway
accounts was net paid as yet, and poor Philip could not.
feed upon mere paper promises to pay. Nor was he
inclined to accept the offers of private friends, who were.
willing enough to be his- bankers, ¢ One in a family is
enough for that kind of business,” he said, gloomily ;
and it came out that again and again the interesting
exile at New York who was deploring his son’s
extravagance and foolish marriage, had drawn bills upon
Philip which our friend accepted and paid—bills, who
knows to what amount? He has never told; and the
engaging parent who' robbed him—must I use a word
so unpolite >—will never now tell to what extent he-
helped himself to Philip’s small means, This I know,
that when autumn came—when September was past—
we in our cosy little retreat at the seaside received
a letter from: the Little Sister, in her dear little bad
spelling, (about which there used to be somehow a
pathos. which the very finest writing does not possess ;)—
there came, I say, a letter from the Little Sister in.
which she told us, with many dashes, that dear Mrs. -
Philip and the children were pining and sick in London,
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and ¢ that Philip, he had too much pride and sperit to:
take money from any one; that Mr. Tregarvan was
away travelling on the continent, and that wretch—that
monster, you know who—have drawn upon Philip again
for money, and again he have paid, and the dear, dear
children can’t have fresh air.’

“Did she tell youn,” said Philip, brushing his hands
across his eyes when a friend came to remonstrate with
him, “ did she tell you that she brought me money
herself, but we would not use it? Look! I have her
little marriage gift yonder in my desk, and pray God I
shall be able to leave it to my children. The fact is;
the doctor has drawn upon me, as usual ; he is going to
make a fortune next week. I have paid another bill of
his. The parliamentary agents are out of town, at their
moors in Scotland, I suppose. The air of Russelk
Square is uncommonly wholesome, and when the babies.
have had enough of that, why, they must change it for
Brunswick Square. Talk about the country! what
country can be more quiet than Guildford Street in:
September? I stretch out of a morning, and breathe
the mountain-air on Ludgate Hill.” And with these
dismal pleasantries and jokes our friend chose to put a.
good face upon bad fortune. The kinsmen of Ringwood:
offered hospitality kindly enough, but how was poor
Philip to pay railway expenses for servants, babies, and
wife? In this strait Tregarvan from abroad, having
found out some monstrous design of Russ——of the:
Great Power of which he stood in daily terrer, and
which, as we are in strict amity with that Power, no
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other Power shall induce me to name—Tregarvan wrote
to his editor, and communicated to him in confidence a-
most prodigious and nefarious plot against the liberties
of all the rest of Europe, in which the Power in ques-
tion was engaged, and in a postscript added, By the
way, the Michaelmas quarter is due, and I send you a
cheque,” &c. &c. O precious postscript !

« Didn’t I tell you it would be s0o?” said my wife,
with a self-satisfied air. “ Was I not certain that
succour would come ?.”

And succour did come, sure enough; and a very
happy little party went down to Brighton in a second-
class carriage, and got an extraordinarily cheap lodging,
and the roses came back to the little pale cheeks, and
mamma was wonderfully invigorated and refreshed, as
all her friends could have seen when the little family
came back to town, only there was such a thick dun
fog that it was impossible to see complexions at all.

When the shooting season was come to an end, the
parliamentary agents who had employed Philip,cameback -
to London ; and, I am happy to say, gave him a cheque
for his little account. My wife cried, “Did I not tell
you so ?” more than ever. ¢ Is not everything for the
best? I knew dear Philip would prosper!”

Everything was for the best, was it? Philip ‘was
sure to prosper, was he? What do you think of the
next news which the poor fellow brought to us? One
night in December he came to us, and I saw by his-
face that some event of importance had befallen him.

“I am almost heart-broken,” he said, thumping on-
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the table when the young ones had retreated from it.
I don’t know what to do. I have not told you all. I
have paid four bills for him already, and now he has
he has signed my name.”

“ Who has?” .

“He at New York. You know,” said poor Philip,
1 tell you he has put my name on a bill, and without
my authority.”

« Gracious heavens! You mean your father has
for——" I could not say the word.

“Yes,” groaned Philip. ¢ Here is a letter from
him;” and he handed a letter across the table in the
doctor’s well-known handwriting.

¢ Dearest Philip,” the father wrote, “a sad misfor-
tune has befallen me, which I had hoped to conceal,
or at any rate, to avert from my dear son. For you,
Philip, are a participator in that misfortune through the
imprudence—must I say it >—of your father. Would
I had struck off the hand which has done the deed, ere:
it had been done! = But the fault has taken wings and
flown out of my reach. JImmeritus, dear boy, you have
to suffer for the delicta majorum. Ah, that a father
should have to own his fault; to kneel and ask pardon
of his son!

] am engaged in many speculations. Some have
succeeded beyond my wildest hopes: some have taken
in the most rational, the most prudent, the least sanguine
of our capitalists in Wall Street, and promising the
greatest results have ended in the most extreme failure |
To meet a call in an undertaking which seemed to offer
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the MOST CERTAIN PROSPECTS of success, which seemed
to promise a fortune for me and my boy, and your dear
children, I put in amongst other securities which I had’
to realize on a sudden, a bill, on which I used your
name. I dated it as drawn six months back by me at
New York, on you at Parchment Buildings, Temple ;
and I wrote your acceptance, as though the signature
were yours. I give myself up to you. I tell you what
I have done. Make the matter public. Give my con-

- fession to the world, as here I write, and sign it, and
your father is branded for ever to the world as a ——
Spare me the word !

¢« As I live, as I hope for your forgiveness, long ere
that bill became due—it is at five months’ date, for
3861 4s. 3d. value received, and dated from the Temple,
on the fourth of July—1I passed it to one who promised to-
keep it until I myself should redeem it ! The commission
which he charged me was enormous, rascally; and not
content with the immense interest which he extorted
from me, the scoundrel has passed the bill away, and it
is in Europe, in the hands of an enemy.

“You remember Tufton Hunt? Yes. You most
Jjustly chastised him. The wretch lately made his
detested appearance in this city, associated with the
lowest of the base, and endeavoured to resume his old
practice of threats, cajoleries, and extortions! In a fatal
hour the villain heard of the bill of which I have
warned you. He purchased it from the gambler, to
whom it had been passed. As New York was speedily
too hot to hold him (for the unhappy man has even left
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me to pay his hotel score) he has fled—and fled to
Europe—taking with him that fatal bill, which he says
he knows you will pay. Ah! dear Philip, if that bill
were but once out of the wretch’s hands! What
sleepless hours of agony should I be spared! I pray
you, I implore you, make every sacrifice to meet it!
You will not disown it? No. As you have children
of your own—as you love them—you would not wil-
lingly let them have a dishonoured
“ FATHER.”

I have a share in a great medical discovery,* regard-
ing which I have written to our friend, Mrs. Brandon,
and which is sure to realize an immense profit, as intro-
duced into England by a physician so well known—may
I not say professionally ? respected as myself. The very
first profits resulting from that discovery I promise, on
my honour, to devote to you. They will very soon far
more than repay the loss which my imprudence has
brought on my dear boy. Farewell! Love to your
wife and little ones.—G. B. F.”

* Zther was first employed, I believe, in America : and I hope. the
reader will excuse the substitution of Chloroform in this instance.—
W.M.T.

51—2
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CHAPTER VIIL
NEC PLENA CRUORIS HIRUDO.

TaE reading of this precious letter filled Philip’s friend
with an inward indignation which it was very hard to
control or disguise. It is no pleasant task to tell a
gentleman that his father is a rogue. Old Firmin
would have been hanged a few years earlier, for
practices like these. As you talk with a very great
scoundrel, or with a madman, has not the respected
reader sometimes reflected, with a grim self-humiliation,
how the fellow is of our own kind; and homo est? Let
us, dearly beloved, who are outside—I mean outside the
hulks or the asylum—be thankful that we have to pay a
barber for snipping our hair, and are entrusted with the
choice of the cut of our own jerkins. As poor Philip
read his father’s letter, my thought was: “ And I can
remember the soft white hand of that scoundrel, which
has just been forging his own son’s name, putting sove-
reigns into my own palm when I was a schoolboy.” I
always liked that man :—but the story is not de me—it
regards Philip.

“You won’t pay this bill?” Philip’s friend mdlg-
nantly said, then.
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“What can I do?” says poor Phil, shaking a sad
head.

“You are not worth five hundred pounds in the
world,” remarks the friend.

“ Who ever said I was? I am worth this bill: or my
credit is,” answers the victim.

“If you pay this, he will draw more.”
~ I daresay he will:” that Firmin admits.

“ And he will continue to draw, as long as theye is a
drop of blood to be had out of you.”

“Yes,” owns poor Philip, putting a finger to his lip.
He thought I might be about to speak. His artless
wife and mine were conversing at that moment upon
the respective merits of some sweet chintzes which they
had seen at Shoolbred’s, in Tottenham Court Road, and
which were so cheap and pleasant, and lively to look at !
Really those drawing-room curtains would cost scarcely
anything! Our Regulus, you see, before stepping into
his torture-tub, was smiling on his friends, and talking
upholstery with a cheerful, smirking countenance. On
chintz, or some other household errand, the ladies went
prattling off: but there was no care, save for husband
and children, in Charlotte’s poor little innocent heart
just then,

“Nice to hear her talking about sweet drawing-room
chintzes, isn’t it?” says Philip. “ Shall we try Shool-
bred’s, or the other shop?” And then he laughs. It
was not a very lively laugh.

“You mean that you are determined, then, on

% On acknowledging my signature? Of course,” says

”
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Philip, «“if ever it is presented to me, I would own it.”
And having formed and announced this resolution, I
knew my stubborn friend too well to think that he ever
would shirk it.

The most exasperating part of the matter was, that
however generously Philip’s friends might be disposed
towards him, they could not in this case give him a
helping hand. The doctor would draw more bills, and
more. As sure as Philip supplied, the parent would
ask; and that devouring dragon of a doctor had stomach
enough for the blood of all of us, were we inclined to
give it. In fact, Philip saw as much, and owned every-
thing with his usual candour. I see what is going on
in your mind, old boy!” the poor fellow said, ““as well
-a8 if you spoke. You mean that I am helpless and irre-
claimable, and doomed to hopeless ruin. So it would
geem. A man can’t escape his fate, friend, and my
father has made mine for me. If I manage to struggle
‘through the payment of this bill, of course he will draw
-another. "My only chance of escape is, that he should
succeed in some of his-speculations. As he is always
-gambling, there may be some luck for him one day or
-another. He won’t benefit me, then. That is not his
way. If he makes a coup, he will keep the money, or
spend it: He won’t give me any. But he will not draw
-upon me as he does now, or send forth fancy imitations
-of the filial amtograph. It is a blessing to have such a
father, isn’t it? I say, Pen, as I think from whom I am
descended, and look at your spoons, I am astonished I
‘hiave not put any of them in my pocket. You leave me
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in the room with ’em quite unprotected. I say it is
quite affecting the way in which you and your dear wife
have confidence in me.” And with a bitter execration
at his fate, the poor fellow pauses for a moment in his
lament.

His father was his fate, he seemed to think, and there
were no means of averting it. “ You remember that
picture of Abraham and Isaac in the doctor’s study in
Old Parr Street ?” he would say. My patriarch has
tied me up, and had the knife in ‘me repeatedly. He
does not sacrifice me at one operation; but there will
be a final one some day, and I shall bleed no more.
It's gay and amusing, isn’t it? Especially when one
has a wife and children.” I, for my part, felt so
indignant, that I was minded to advertise in the
papers that all acceptances drawn in Philip’s name
were forgeries ; and let his father take the consequences
of his own act. But the consequences would have been
life imprisonment for the old man, and almost as much
disgrace and ruin for the young onme, as were actually
impending. He pointed out this clearly enough; nor
could we altogether gainsay his dismal logic. It was
better, at any rate, to meet this bill, and give the
doctor warning for the future. Well: perhaps it
was; only suppose the doctor should take the warning
in good part, accept the rebuke with perfect meekness,
and at an early opportunity commit another forgery ?
To this Philip replied, that no man could resist his fate:
that he had always expected his own doom through his
father: that when the elder went to America he thought
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possibly the charm was broken; *but you see it is not,”
groaned Philip, “and my father’s emissaries reach me,
and I am still under the spell.” The bearer of the
bowstring, we know, was on his way, and would deliver
his grim message ere long.

Having frequently succeeded in extorting money
from Dr. Firmin, Mr. Tufton Hunt thought he could
not do better than follow his banker across the Atlantic:
and we need not describe the annoyance and rage of
the doctor on finding this black care still behind his
back. He had not much to give; indeed the sum
which he took away with him, and of which he
robbed his son and his other creditors, was but small:
but Hunt was bent upon having a portion of this; and,
of course, hinted that, if the doctor refused, he would
carry to the New York press the particulars of Firmin’s
early career and latest defalcations. Mr. Hunt had
been under the gallery of the House of Commons half
a dozen times, and knew our public men by sight. In
the course of a pretty long and disreputable career he
had learned anecdotes regarding members of the
aristocracy, turf-men, and the like; and he offered
to sell this precious knowledge of his to more than
one American paper, as other amiable exiles from our
country have done. But Hunt was too old, and his
stories too stale for the New York public. They dated
from George IV., and the boxing and coaching
times. He found but little market for his wares;
and the tipsy parson reeled from tavern to bar, only
the object of scorn to younger reprobates who despised
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his old-fashioned stories, and could top them with
blackguardism of a much more modern date.

After some two years’ sojourn in the United States,
this worthy felt the passionate longing to revisit his
native country which generous hearts often experience,
and made his way from Liverpool to London; and
when in London directed his steps to the house of the
Little Sister, of which he expected to find Philip still
an inmate. Although Hunt had been once kicked out
of the premises, he felt little shame now about re-entering
them. He had that in his pocket which would insure
him respectful behaviour from Philip. What were the
circumstances under which that forged bill was obtained ?
Was it a speculation between Hunt and Philip’s father ?
Did Hunt suggest that, to screen the elder Firmin from
disgrace and ruin, Philip would assuredly take the bill
up? That a forged signature was, in fact, a better
document than a genuine acceptance? We shall never
know the truth regarding this transaction now. We
have but the statements of the two parties concerned ;
and as both of them, I grieve to say, are entirely
unworthy of credit, we must remain in ignorance
regarding this matter. Perhaps Hunt forged Philip’s
acceptance : perhaps his unhappy father wrote it:
perhaps the doctor’s story that the paper was extorted
from him was' true, perhaps false. What matters?
Both the men have passed away from amongst us,
and will write and speak no more lies.

Caroline was absent from home when Hunt paid his
first visit after his return from America. Her servant
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described the man, and his appearance. Mrs. Brandon
felt sure that Hunt was her visitor, and foreboded no
good to Philip from the parson’s arrival. In former
days we have seen how the Little Sister had found
favour in the eyes of this man. The besotted creature,
shunned of men, stained with crime, drink, debt, had
still no little vanity in his composition, and gave himself
airs in the tavern parlours which he frequented.
‘Because he had been at the University thirty years
ago, his idea was that he was superior to ordinary
‘men who had not had the benefit of an education at
Oxford or Cambridge; and that the “snobs,” as he
called them, respected him. He would assume
grandiose airs in talking to a tradesman ever so
wealthy ; speak to such a man by his surname; and
deem that he honoured him by his patronage and
conversation. The Little Sister’s grammar, I have
told you, was not good ; her poor little s were sadly
irregular. A letter was a painful task to her. She
knew how ill she performed it, and that she was for
‘ever making blunders.

She would invent a thousand funny little pleas and
excuses for her faults of writing. With all' the blunders
.of spelling, her little letters had a pathos which somehow
brought tears into the eyes. The Rev. Mr. Hunt
believed himself to be this woman’s superior. He
thought his University education gave him a claim
upon her respect, and draped himself and swaggered
before her and others in his dingy college gown. He
had paraded his Master of Arts degree ip many
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thousand tavern parlours, where his Greek and learning
had got him akind of respect. He patronized landlords,
and strutted by hostesses’ bars with a vinous leer or a
tipsy solemnity. He must have been very far gone
-and debased indeed when he could still think that he
was any living man’s better :—he, who ought to have
waited on the waiters, and blacked boots’s own shoes.
‘When he had reached a certain stage of liquor he
commonly began to brag about the University, and
recite the titles of his friends of early days. Never
was kicking more righteously administered than that
which Philip once bestowed on this miscreant. The
fellow took to the gutter as naturally as to his bed,
Firmin used to say; and vowed that the washing there -
was a novelty which did him good. .

Brandon soon found that her surmises were correct
‘regarding her nameless visitor. Next day, as she was
watering some little flowers in her window, she looked
from it into the street, where she saw the shambling
parson leering up at her. When she saw him he took
.off his greasy hat and made her a bow. At the moment
she saw him, she felt that he was come upon some .
.errand hostile to Philip. She knew he meant mischief
as he looked up with that sodden face, those bloodshot
:eyes, those unshorn, grinning lips.

She might have been inclined to faint, or disposed
to scream, or to hide herself from the man, the sight
‘of whom she loathed. She did not faint, or hide her-
self, or cry out; but she instantly nodded her head
and smiled in the most engaging manner on that un-
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welcome, dingy stranger. She went to her door; she-
opened it (though her heart beat so that you might
have heard it, as she told her friend afterwards). She
stood there a moment archly smiling at him, and she
beckoned him into her house with a little gesture of
welcome. “Law bless us” (these, I have reason to
believe, were her very words)—* Law bless us, Mr.
Hunt, where ever have you been this ever so long?”
And a smiling face looked at him resolutely from under
a neat cap and fresh ribbon. Why, I know some
.women can smile, and look at ease, when they sit down
in a dentist’s chair.

¢ Law bless me, Mr. Hunt,” then says the artless
creature, “who ever would have thought of seeing
you, I do declare!” And she makes a nice cheery
little curtsey, and looks quite gay, pleased, and pretty ;
and so did Judith look gay, no doubt, and smile, and
prattle before Holofernes ; and then of course she said,
“Won't you step in?” And then Hunt swaggered
up the steps of the house, and entered the little parlour,
into which the kind reader has often been conducted,
with its neat little ornaments, its pictures, its glistening
corner cupboard, and its well-scrubbed, shining furniture.

“ How is the captain?” asks the man (alone in the
company of this Little Sister, the fellow’s own heart
began to beat, and his bloodshot eyes to glisten).

He had not heard about poor Pa? ¢ That shows
how long you have been away!” Mrs. Brandon re-
marks, and mentions the date of her father’s fatal
illness. Yes: she was alone now, and had to care
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for herself; and straightway, I have no doubt, Mrs.
Brandon asked Mr. Hunt whether he would * take”
anything. Indeed, that good little woman was for ever
pressing her friends to “take” something, and would
have thought the laws of hospitality violated unless she
had made this offer.

Hunt was never known to refuse a proposal of this
sort. He would take a taste of something——of some--
thing warm. He had had fever and ague at New York,
and the malady hung about him. Mrs. Brandon was
straightway very much interested to hear about Mr.
Hunt’s complaint, and knew that a comfortable glass
was very efficacious in removing threatening fever.
Her nimble, neat little hands mixed him a cup. He
could not but see what a trim little housekeeper she.
was. “ Ah, Mrs. Brandon, if I had had such a kind
friend watching over me, I should not be such a wreck
as I am!” he sighed. He must have advanced to a
second, nay, a third glass, when he sighed and became
sentimental regarding his own unhappy condition; and.
Brandon owned to her friends afterwards that she made-
those glasses very strong.

Having * taken something ” in considerable quantities,
then, Hunt condescended to ask how his hostess was
getting on, and how were her lodgers? How she was
getting on? Brandon drew the most cheerful picture
of herself and her circumstances.. The apartments
let well, and were never empty. Thanks to good
Dr. Goodenough and other friends, she had as much
professional occupation as she could desire. Since you
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know who has left the country, she said, her mind’
had been ever so much easier. As long as he was
near, she never felt secure. But he was gone, and:
bad luck go with him! said this vindictive Little Sister.

“ Was his son.still lodging up-stairs?” asked Mr.
Hunt.

On this, what does Mrs. Brandon do but begin: a
most angry attack upon Philip and his family. He
lodge there? No, thank goodness! She had had
enough of him and his wife, with her airs and graces,.
and the children crying all night, and the farniture
spoiled, and the bills not even paid! «I wanted him-
to think that me and Philip was friends no longer;
and heaven forgive me for telling stories! I know
this fellow means no good to Philip; and before long
I will know what he means, that I will,” she
vowed.

For, on the very day when Mr. Hunt paid her a
visit, Mrs. Brandon came to see Philip’s friends, and
acquaint them with Hunt’s arrival. We could not be
sure that he was the bearer of the forged bill with
which poor Philip was threatened. As yet Hunt had
made no allusion to it. But, though we are far from
sanctioning deceit or hypocrisy, we own that we were
not very angry with the Little Sister for employing
dissimulation in the present instance, and inducing
Hunt fo believe that she was by no means an accom-:
plice of Philip. If Philip’s wife pardoned her, ought -
his friends to be less forgiving? To do right, you
know you must not do wrong; though I own this was
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one of the cases in which I am inclined not to deal
very hardly with the well-meaning little criminal.

Now, Charlotte had to pardon (and for this fault, if
not for some others, Charlotte did most heartily pardon)
our little friend, for this reason, that Brandon most
wantonly maligned her. When Hunt asked what sort
of wife Philip had married? Mrs. Brandon declared
that Mrs. Philip was a pert, odious little thing; that
she gave herself airs, neglected her children, bullied
her husband, and what not; and, finally, Brandon
vowed that she disliked Charlotte, and was very glad
to get her out of the house: and that Philip was not
the same Philip since he married her, and that ke gave:
himself airs, and was rude, and in all things led by his
wife; and to get rid of them was a good riddance.

Hunt gracefully suggested. that quarrels between
landladies and tenants were not unusual ; that lodgers:
sometimes did not pay their rent punctually; at others
were unreasonably anxious about the consumption of
their groceries, liquors, and so forth; and little Bran-
don, who, rather than steal a pennyworth from her
Philip, would have cut her hand off, laughed at her
guest’s joke, and pretended to be amused with his
knowing hints that she was a rogue. There was not a:
word he said but she received it with a gracious acqui-
escence: she might shudder inwardly at the leering
familiarity of the odious tipsy wretch, but she gave no
outward sign of disgust or fear. She allowed him to
talk as much as he would, in hopes that he would come
to a subject which deeply interested her. She asked
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about the doctor and what he was doing, and whether
it was likely that he would ever be able to pay back
any of that money which he had taken from his son?
And she spoke with an indifferent tone, pretending
to be very busy over some work at which she was
stitching.

¢ Oh, you are 'still hankering after him,” says the
chaplain, winking a bloodshot eye.

¢ Hankering after that old man! What should I care
for him? As if he haven’t done me harm enough
already !” cries poor Caroline.

“Yes. But women don’t dislike a man the worse
for a little ill-usage,” suggests Hunt. No doubt the
fellow had made his own experiments on woman’s
fidelity.

« Well, I suppose,” says Brandon, with a toss of her
head, * women may get tired as well as men, mayn’t
they? I found out that man, and wearied of him years
and years ago. Another little drop out of the green
bottle, Mr. Hunt! It’s very good for ague-fever, and
keeps the cold fit off wonderful !”

And Hunt drank, and he talked a little more—much
more: and he gave his opinion of the elder Firmin,
and spoke of his chances of success, and of his rage
for speculations, and doubted whether he would ever
be able to lift his head again—though he might, he
might still. He was in the country where, if ever a
man could retrieve himself, he had a chance. And
Philip was giving himself airs, was he? He was
always an arrogant chap, that Mr. Philip. And he had
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left her house ? and was gone ever so long ? and where
did he live now ?

Then I am sorry to say Mrs. Brandon asked, how
should she know where Philip lived now? She believed
it was near Gray’s Inn, or Lincoln’s Inn, or somewhere ;
and she was for turning the conversation away from
this subject altogether: and sought to do so by many
lively remarks and ingenious little artifices which I can
imagine, but which she only in part acknowledged to
me—for you must know that as soon as her visitor took
leave—to turn into the ¢ Admiral Byng” public-house,
and renew acquaintance with the worthies assembled in
the parlour of that tavern, Mrs. Brandon ran away to
a cab, drove in it to Philip’s house in Milman Street,
where only Mrs. Philip was at home—and after a
banale conversation with her, which puzzled Charlotte
not a little, for Brandon would not say on what errand
she came, and never mentioned Hunt’s arrival and visit
to her—the Little Sister made her way to another cab,
and presently made her appearance at the house of
Philip’s friends in Queen Square. And heré she
informed me, how Hunt had arrived, and how she was
sure he meant no good to Philip, and how she had told
certain—certain stories which were not founded in fact
—to Mr. Hunt; for the telling of which fibs I am not
about to endeavour to excuse her.

Though the interesting clergyman had not said one
word regarding that bill of which Philip’s father had
warned him, we believed that the document was in

Hunt’s possession, and that it would be produced in due
YOL. 1L 52
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season. We happened to know where Philip dined, and
sent him word to come to us.

“ What can he mean ?” the people asked at the table
—a bachelors’ table at the Temple (for Philip’s good
wife actually encouraged him to go abroad from time
" to time, and make merry with his friends). « What
can this mean ?” and they read out the scrap of paper
which he had cast down as he was summoned away.

Philip’s correspondent wrote: ¢ Dear Philip,—I be-
" lieve the BEARER OF THE BOWSTRING has arrived; and
has been with the L. S. this very day.”

The L. S ?—the bearer of the bowstring? Not one
of the bachelors dining in Parchment Buildings could
read the riddle. Only after receiving the scrap of
paper Philip had jumped up and left the room; and a
friend of ours, a sly wag and Don Juan of Pump
Court, offered to take odds that there was a lady in the
case.

At the hasty little council which was convened at
our house on the receipt of the news, the Little Sister,
whose instinct had not betrayed her, was made
acquainted with the precise nature of the danger which
menaced Philip; and exhibited a fine hearty wrath
when she heard how he proposed to meet the enemy.
He had a certain sum in hand. He would borrow more
of his friends, who knew that he was an honest man.
This bill he would meet, whatever might come; and
avert at least this disgrace from his father.

What? Give in to those rogues? Leave his -chil-
dren to starve, and his poor wife to turn drudge and
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house-servant, who was not fit for anything but a fine
lady? (There was no love lost, you see, between these
two ladies, who both loved Mr. Philip). It was a sin
-and a shame! Mrs. Brandon averred, and .declared she
thought Philip had been a man of more spirit. Philip’s
friend has before stated his own private sentiments
regarding the calamity which menaced Firmin. To pay
this bill was to bring a dozen more down upon him.
Philip might as well resist now as at a later day. Such,
in fact, was the opinion given by the reader’s very
humble servant at command. _

My wife, on the other hand, took Philip’s side. She
was very much moved at his announcement that he
would forgive his father this once at least,.and endeavour
to cover his sin.

¢ As you hope to be forgiven yourself, dear Philip, I
.am sure you are doing right,” Laura said; « I am sure
Charlotte will think so.”

« Oh, Charlotte, Charlotte!” interposes the Little
Sister, rather peevishly; ¢ of course, Mrs. Philip thinks
whatever her husband tells her!”

«“In his own time.of trial Philip has been met with
wonderful succour and kindness,” Laura urged. ¢ See
how one thing after another has contributed to help
him! When he wanted, there were friends always at
his need. If he wants again, I .am sure my husband
and I will share with him.” (I may have made a wry
face at this; for with the best feelings towards a man,
and that kind of thing, you know it is not always con-
venient to be lending him five or six hundred pounds

§2—2
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without security). * My dear husband and I will share
with him,” goes on Mrs. Laura; “won’t we, Arthur?
Yes, Brandon, that we will. Be sure, Charlotte and
the children shall not want because Philip covers his
father’s wrong, and hides it from the world! God
. bless you, dear friend!” and what does this woman do
next, and before her husband’s face? Actually she
goes up to Philip ; she takes his hand—and—— Well,
what took place before my own eyes, I do not choose to
write down.

¢ She’s encouraging him to ruin the children for the
.sake of that—that wicked old brute!” cries Mrs.
Brandon. “It's enough to provoke a saint, it is!”
And she seizes up her bonnet from the table, and claps
it on her head, and walks out of our room in a little
tempest of wrath.

My wife, clasping her hands, whispers a few words,
which say: “ Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive
them who trespass against us.”

¢ Yes,” says Philip, very much moved. €It is the
Divine order. You are right, dear Laura. I have had
a weary time; and a terrible gloom of doubt and sad-
ness over my mind whilst I have been  debating this
matter, and before I had determined to do as you would
have me. But a great weight is off my heart since I
‘have been enabled to see what my conduct should be.
What hundreds of struggling men as well as myself
have met with losses, and faced them! I will pay this
bill, and I will warn the drawer to—to spare me for the
future.”
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Now that the Little Sister had gone away in her fit
of indignation, you see I was left in a minority in the
council of war, and the opposition was quite too strong
for me. I began to be of the majority’s opinion. I
daresay I am not the only gentleman who has been led
round by awoman. We men of great strength of mind
very frequently are. Yes: my wife convinced me with
passages from her text-book, admitting of no contradic-
tion according to her judgment, that Philip’s duty was
to forgive his father.

¢ And how lucky it was we did not buy the chintzes
that day !” says Laura with a laugh. “ Do you know
there were two which were so pretty that Charlotte
could not make up her mind which of the two she
would take?”

Philip roared out one of his laughs, which made the
windows shake. He was in great spirits. For a man
who was going to ruin himself, he was in the most
enviable good-humour, Did Charlotte know about this
—this claim which was impending over him? No. It
might make her anxious,—poor little thing. Philip had
not told her. He had thought of concealing the matter
from her. What need was there to disturb her rest,
poor innocent child? You see, we all treated Mrs.
Charlotte more or less like a child. Philip played with
her, J. J., the painter, coaxed and dandled her, so to
speak. The Little Sister loved her, but certainly with
a love that was not respectful; and Charlotte took
everybody’s good-will with a pleasant meekness and
sweet smiling content. It was not for Laura to give
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advice to man and wife (as if the woman was not
always giving lectures to Philip and his young wife!);
but in the present instance she thought Mrs. Philip
certainly ought to know what Philip’s real situation
was ; what danger was menacing ; * and how admirable
and right, and Christian—and you will have your
reward for it, dear Philip!” interjects the enthusiastic
lady—* your conduct has been !”

When we came, as we straightway did in a cab, to
Charlotte’s house, to expound the matter to her, good-
ness bless us! she was not shocked, or anxious, or
frightened at all. Mrs. Brandon had just been with
her, and told her of what was happening, and she had
said, “ Of course, Philip ought to help his father ; and
Brandon had gone away quite in a tantrum of anger,
and had really been quite rude; and she should not
pardon her, only she knew how dearly the Little Sister
loved Philip ; and of course they must help Dr. Firmin;
and what dreadful, dreadful distress he must have
been in to do as he did! But he had warned Philip,
you know,” and so forth. ¢ And as for the chintzes,
Laura, why I suppose we must go on with the old
shabby covers; You know, they will do very well till
next year.” This was the way in which Mrs. Charlotte
received the news which Philip had concealed from her,
lest it should terrify her. As if a loving woman was
ever very much frightened at being called upon to share .
her husband’s misfortune!

As for the little case of forgery, I don’t believe the
young person could ever be got to see the heinous
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nature of Dr. Firmin’s offence. The desperate little
logician seemed rather to pity the father than the som
in the business. *“How dreadfully pressed he must
have been when he did it, poor man!” she said. « To
be sure, he ought not to have done it at all; but think
of his necessity! That is what I said to Brandon.
Now, there’s little Philip’s cake in the cupboard which
you brought him. Now suppose papa was very hungry,
and went and took some without asking Philly, he
wouldn’t be so very wrong, I think, would he? A
child is glad enough to give for his father, isn’t he?
And when I said this to Brandon, she was so rude
and violent, I really have no patience with her! And
she forgets that I am a lady, and” &c. & So it
appeared the Little Sister had made a desperate attempt
to bring over Charlotte to her side, was still minded
to rescue Philip in spite of himself, and had gone off
in wrath at her defeat.

We looked to the doctor’s letters, and ascertained
the date of the bill. It had crossed the water and
would be at Philip’s door in a very few days. Had
Hunt brought it? The rascal would have it presented
through some regular channel, no doubt; and Philip
and all of us totted up ways and means, and strove
to make the slender figures look as big as possible, as
the thrifty housewife puts a patch here and a darn
there, and cuts a little slice out of this old garment,
so as to make the poor little frock serve for winter
wear. We had so much at the banker’s. A friend

g
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might help with a little advance. We would fairly
ask a loan from the Review. We were in a scrape,
but we would meet it. And so with resolute hearts,
we would prepare to receive the Bearer of the Bow-
string.
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CHAPTER IX.
THE BEARER OF THE BOWSTRING.

TrE poor Little Sister trudged away from Milman
Street, exasperated with Philip, with Philip’s wife, and
with the determination of the pair to accept the hope-
less ruin impending over them. ¢ Three hundred and
eighty-six pounds four and threepence,” she thought, * to
pay for that wicked old villain! It is more than poor
Philip is worth, with all his savings and his little sticks
of furniture. I know what he will do: he will borrow
of the money-lenders, and give those bills, and renew
them, and end by ruin. When he have paid this bill,
that old villain will forge another, and that precious wife
of his will tell him to pay that, I suppose; and those
little darlings will be begging for bread, unless they
come and eat mine, to which—God bless them |—they
are always welcome.” She calculated—it was a sum not
difficult to reckon—the amount of her own little store
of saved ready money. To pay four hundred pounds
out of such an income as Philip’s, she felt, was an
attempt vain and impossible. ¢ And he mustn’t have
my poor little stocking now,” she argued; ¢ they will
want that presently when their pride is broken down—
as it will be—and my darlings are hungering for their
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dinner!” Revolving this dismal matter in her mind,
and scarce knowing where to go for comfort and counsel,
she made her way to her good friend, Dr. Goodenough,
and found that worthy man, who had always a welcome
for his Little Sister.

She found Goodenough alone in his great dining-
room, taking a very slender meal, after visiting his
hospital and his fifty patients, among whom I think
there were more poor than rich: and the good sleepy
doctor woke up with a vengeance, when he heard his
little nurse’s news, and fired off a volley of angry
language against Philip and his scoundrel of a father;
“ which it was a comfort to hear him,” little Brandon
told us afterwards. Then Goodenough trotted out of
the dining-room into the adjoining library and consult-
ing-room, whither his old friend followed him. Then
he pulled out a bunch of keys and opened a secretaire,
from which he took a parchment-covered volume, on
which J. Goodenough, Esq., M.D., was written in a fine
legible hand,—and which, in fact, was a banker’s book.
The inspection of the MS. volume in question must
have pleased the worthy physician: for a grin came
over his venerable features, and he straightway drew:
out of the desk a slim volume of grey paper, on each
page of which were inscribed the highly respectable
names of Messrs. Stumpy, Rowdy and Co., of Lombard:
Street, Bankers. On a slip of grey paper the.doctor
wrote a prescription for a draught, statim sumendus—(a
draught—mark my pleasantry)—which he handed over
to his little friend.
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¢ There, you little fool | ” said he. ¢ The father is a
rascal, but the boy is a fine fellow ; and you, you little
silly thing, I must help in this business myself, or you.
will go and ruin yourself; I know you willl Offer:
this to the fellow for- his bill. Or, stay! How much
money is there in the house? Perhaps the sight of
notes and gold will tempt him more than a cheque.”
And the doctor emptied his pockets of all the fees
which happened to be therein—I don’t know how many
fees of shining shillings and sovereigns, neatly wrapped
up in paper; and he emptied a drawer in which there
was more silver and gold: and he trotted up to his bed-
room, and came panting, presently, downstairs with a.
fat little pocket-book, containing a bundle of notes, and,
with one thing or another, he made up a sum of—I
won’t mention what; but this sum of money, I say, he
thrust into the Little Sister’s hand, and said, * Try the
fellow with this, Little Sister; and see if you-can get.
the bill from him. Don’t say it's my money, or the:
scoundrel will be for having twenty shillings in the:
pound. Say it’s yours, and there’s no more where. that-
came from; and coax him, and wheedle him, and tell.
him plenty of lies, my dear. It won’t break your heart.
to do that. What an immortal scoundrel Brummell
Firmin is, to be sure! Though, by the way, in two:
more cases at the hospital I have tried that 4
And here the doctor went off inte a professional con-
versation with his favourite nurse, which I could not
presume to repeat to any non-medical man.

The Little Sister bade God bless Doctor Goodenough,
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and wiped her glistening eyes with her handkerchief,
and put away the notes and gold with a trembling little
hand, and trudged off with a lightsome step and a
happy heart. Arrived at Tottenham Court Road, she
thought, shall I go home, or shall I go to poor Mrs.
Philip and take her this money? No. Their talk that
day had not been very pleasant: words, very like high
words, had passed between them, and our Little Sister
had to own to herself that she had been rather rude in
her late colloquy with Charlotte. And she was a proud
Little Sister: at least she did not care for to own that
she had been hasty or disrespectful in her conduct {o
that young woman. She had too much spirit for that.
Have we ever said that our little friend was exempt
from the prejudices and vanities of this wicked world ?
Well, to rescue Philip, to secure the fatal bill, to go
with it to Charlotte, and say, ¢ There, Mrs. Philip,
there’s your husband’s liberty.” It would be a rare
triumph, that it would! And Philip would promise, on
his honour, that this should be the last and only bill he
would pay for that wretched old father. With these
happy thoughts swelling in her little heart, Mrs. Brandon
made her way to the familiar house in Thornhaugh
Street, and would have a little bit of supper, so she
would. And laid her own little cloth; and set forth
her little forks and spoons, which were as bright as
rubbing could make them; and I am authorized to state
that her repast consisted of two nice little lamb chops,
which she purchased from her neighbour Mr. Chump,
in Tottenham Court Road, after a pleasant little con-
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-versation with that gentleman and his good lady. And,
with her bit of supper, after a day’s work, our little
friend would sometimes indulge in a glass—a little
glass—of something comfortable. The case-bottle was
‘in the cupboard, out of which her poor Pa had been
wont to mix his tumblers for many a long day. So,
having prepared it with her own hands, down she sat to
her little meal, tired and happy; and as she thought of
the occurrences of the day, and of the rescue which had
come so opportunely to her beloved Philip and his
children, I am sure she said a grace before her meat.

Her candles being lighted and her blind up, any one
in the street could see that her chamber was occupied ;
and at about ten o’clock at night there came a heavy
step clinking along the pavement, the sound of which,
T have no doubt, made the Little Sister start a little.
“The heavy foot paused before her window, and presently
‘clattered up the steps of her door. Then, as her bell
rang—I consider it is most probable that her cheek
flushed a little. She went to her hall door and opened
it herself. ¢ Lor, is it you, Mr. Hunt? Well, I never!
that is, I thought you might come. Really, now”—
and with the moonlight behind him, the dingy Hunt
swaggered in.

s« How comfortable you looked at your little table,”
says Hunt, with his hat over his eye.

“ Won't you step in and set down to it, and take
something ?” asks the smiling hostess.

Of course, Hunt would take something. And the
greasy hat is taken off his head with a flourish, and he
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struts into the poor” Little Sister’s little room, pulling a
wisp of grizzling hair and endeavouring to assume a
careless, fashionable look. The dingy hand had seized
the case-bottle in a moment.  What! you do a little
in this way, do you?” he says, and winks amiably at
Mrs. Brandon and the bottle. She takes ever so little,
she owns; and reminds him of days which he must
remember, when she had a wine-glass out of poor Pa’s
tumbler. A bright little kettle is singing on the fire,—
will not Mr. Hunt mix a glass for himself? She takes
a bright beaker from the corner-cupboard, which is near
her, with her keys hanging from it.

¢« Oh, ho! that’s where we keep the ginnums, is it?”
says the graceful Hunt, with a laugh.

“ My papa always kep it there,” says Caroline, meekly.
.And whilst her back is turned to fetch a canister from
the cupboard, she knows that the astute Mr. Hunt has
taken the opportunity to fill a good large measure from
the square bottle. ¢ Make yourself welcome,” says the
Little Sister, in her gay, artless way; ¢ there’s more
where that came from !” And Hunt drinks his hostess’s
health: and she bows to him, and smiles, and sips a
little from her own glass; and the little lady looks quite
pretty, and rosy, and bright. Her cheeks are like
apples, her figure is trim and graceful, and always
attired in the neatest-fitting gown. By the comfortable
light of the candles on her sparkling tables, you scarce
see the silver lines in her light hair, or the marks which
time has made round her eyes. Hunt's gaze on her
with admiration.
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“ Why,” says he, “I vow you look younger and
prettier than when—when I saw you first.”

¢ Ah, Mr. Hunt?” cries Mrs. Brandon, with a flush
on her cheek, which becomes it, * don’t recal that time,
or that—that wretch who served me so cruel!” .

““ He was a scoundrel, Caroline, to treat as he did
such a woman as you! The fellow has no principle;
he was a bad one from the beginning. Why, he ruined
me as well as you: got me to play; run me into debt
by introducing me to his fine companions. I was a
simple young fellow then, and thought it was a fine
thing to live with fellow commoners and noblemen who
drove their tandems and gave their grand dinners. It
was he that led me astray, I tell you. I might have
been Fellow of my college—had a living—married a
good wife—risen to be.a bishop, by George !—for I had
great talents, Caroline; only I was so confounded idle,
and fond of the cards and the bones.”

“The bones?” cries Caroline, with a bewildered
look.

“ The dice, my dear! ¢ Seven’s the main’ was my
ruin. ¢ Seven’s the :main’ and eleven’s the nick to
seven. That used to be the little game!” And he
made a graceful gesture with his empty wine-glass, as
though he was tossing a pair of dice on the table.
¢ The man next to me in lecture is a bishop now, and
I could knock his head off in Greek iambics and Latin
hexameters, too. In my second year I got the Latin
declamation prize, I tell you——"

“ Brandon always said you were one of the cleverest
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men at the college. He always said that, I remember,”
remarks the lady, very respectfully.

“Did he? He did say a good word for me, then?
Brummell Firmin wasn’t a clever man; he wasn’t a
reading man. Whereas I would back myself for a
sapphic ode against any man in my college—against
any man! Thank you. You do mix it so uncommon
hot and well, there’s no saying no; indeed, there
ain’t! - Though I have had enough—upon my honour,
I have.”

“Lor! I thought you men could drink anything !
And Mr. Brandon—Mr. Firmin you said ?”

“ Well, I said Brummell Firmin was a swell some-
how. He had a sort of grand manner with him——"

¢ Yes, he had,” sighed Caroline. And I daresay her
thoughts wandered back to a time long, long ago, when
this grand gentleman had captivated her.

¢ And it was trying to keep up with him that ruined
me! I quarrelled with my poor old governor about
money, of course; grew idle, and lost my Fellowship.
Then the bills came down upon me. I tell you, there
-are some of my college ticks ain’t paid now.”

“ College ticks? Law!” ejaculates the lady.
« Apd—0>

¢ Tailor’s ticks, tavern ticks, livery-stable ticks—for
‘there were famous hacks in our days, and I used to
hunt with the tip-top men. I wasn’ bad across country,
I wasn’t. But we can’t keep the pace with those rich
fellows. We try, and they go ahead—they ride us
down. Do you think, if I hadn’t been very hard up,
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I would have done what I did to you, Caroline? You
poor little innocent suffering thing., It was a shame. It
was a shame!”

“ Yes, a shame it was,” cries Caroline. “ And that
I never gainsay. You did deal hard with a poor girl,
both of you. '

« It was rascally. But Firmin was the worst. He
had me in his power. It was he led me wrong. It
was he drove me into debt, and then abroad, and then
into qu— into gaol, perhaps: and then into this kind
of thing.” (“This kind of thing” has before been
explained elegantly to signify a tumbler of hot grog).
« And my father wouldn’t sec me on his death-bed ;
and my brothers and sisters broke with me ; and I owe
it all to Brummell Firmin—all. Do you think, after
ruining me, he oughtn’t to pay me?” and again he
thumps a dusky hand upon the table. It made dingy
marks on the poor Little Sister’s spotless table-cloth. It
rubbed its owner’s forehead and lank, grizzling hair.

¢ And me, Mr. Hunt? What do he owe me?” asks
Hunt’s hostess.

¢« Caroline !” cries Hunt, “I have made Brummell
Firmin pay me a good bit back already, but I'll have
more ;” and he thumped his breast, and thrust his hand
into his breast-pocket as he spoke, and clutched at some-
thing within.

“It is there!” thought Caroline. She might turn
pale; but he did not remark her pallor. He was all
intent on drink, on vanity, on revenge.

“T have him,” I say. “He owes me a good bit;
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‘and he has paid me a good bit; and he shall pay me
a good bit more. De you think I am a fellow who. will
be ruined and insulted, and won’t revenge myself?
You should have seen his face when I turned up at
.New York at the Astor House, and said, ¢ Brummell,
old fellow, here I am,’ I said: and he turned as white—
as white as this table-cloth. ¢.I’ll never leave you, my
boy,’ I said. ¢ Other fellows may go from you, but old
Tom Hunt will stick to you. Let’s go into the bar and
have a drink]’ and he was obliged to come. And I
have him now in my power, I tell you. And when
T say to him, ¢Brummell, have a drink,’ drink he
must. His bald old head must go into the pail !” And
Mr. Hunt. laughed a laugh which I daresay was not
agreeable.

After a pause he went on: “Caroline! Do you
hate him, I say ? or do you like a fellow who deserted
you and treated you like a scoundrel? Some women
do. I could tell of women who do. I could tell you
of other fellows, perhaps, but I wont. Do you hate
Brummell Firmin, that bald-headed Brum—hypocrite,

_and that—that insolent rascal who laid his hand on a
* . clergyman, and an old man, by George! and hit me—

and hit me in that street. Do you hate him, I say ?
Hoo! hoo! hick! I've got ’em both —here, in my
pocket—both | ”
¢ You have got—what ?” gasped Carolme
~ «TI have got their—hallo! stop, what’s that to you
what I've got?” And he sinks back in his chair, and
winks, and leers, and triumphantly tosses his glass.
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“ Well, it ain’t much to me; I—I never got any
good out of either of ’em yet,” says poor Caroline, with
a sinking heart. ¢ Let’s talk about somebody else than
them two plagues. Because you were a little merry
one night—and I don’t mind what a gentleman says
when he has had a glass—for a great big strong man
to hit an old one —

“ To strike a clergyman!” yells Hunt.

& «]t was a shame—a cowardly shame! And I gave
it him for it, I promise you!” cries Mrs. Brandon.

. %On yotr honour, now, do you hate ’em?” cries
Hunt, starting up, and clenching his fist, and dropping
again into his chair.

“Have I any reason to love ’em, Mr. Hant? Do
git down and have a little——"

“No: you have no reason to like ’em. You hate ’em
—1I hate ’em. Look here. Promise—’pon your honour,
now, Caroline—I've got ’em both, I tell you. Strike a
clergyman, will he? What do you say to that?”

And starting from his chair once more, and support-
ing himself against the wall (where hung one of J. J.’s
pictures of Philip), Hunt pulls out the greasy pocket-
book once more, and fumbles amongst the greasy con-
tents; and as the papers flutter on to the floor and the
table, he pounces down on one with a dingy hand, and
yells a laugh, and says, “I've cotched you! That's
it. What do you say to that?—London, July 4th.—
Five months after date, I promise to pay to —— No,
you don’t.”

« La! Mr. Hunt, won’t you let me look at it?” cries.

53—2
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the hostess. ¢ Whateverisit? A bill? My Pa had
plenty of ’em.”

% What ? with candles in the room? No, you don’t,
I say.”

“Whatisit? Won’t you tell me?”

«It’s the young one’s acceptance of the old man’s
draft,” says Hunt, hissing and laughing.

«For how much?”

“Three hundred and eighty-six four three—that’s
all; and I guess I can get more where that came
from !” says Hunt, langhing more and more cheerfully.

“ What will you take for it? Ill buy it of you,”
cries the Little Sister. “I—I've seen plenty of my
Pa’s bills; and I'll—Dll discount this, if you like.”

“What! are you a little discounter? Is that the
way you make your money, and the silver spoons, and
the nice supper, and everything delightful about you?
A little discountess, are you—you little rogue? Little
discountess, by George! How much will you give,
little discountess?” And the reverend gentleman
laughs, and winks, and drinks, and laughs, and tears
twinkle out of his tipsy old eyes, as he wipes them with
one hand, and again says, “ How much will you give,
little discountess ? ”

When poor Caroline went to her cupboard, and from
it took the notes and the gold which she had had we
know from whom, and added to these, out of a cunning
box, a little heap of her own private savings, and with
trembling hands poured the notes, and the sovereigns,
and the shillings into a dish on the table, I never heard

N\
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accurately how much she laid down. But she must
have spread out everything she had in the world; for
she felt her pockets and emptied them; and, tapping
her head, she again applied to the cupboard, and took
from thence a little store of spoons and forks, and then
a brooch, and then a watch ; and she piled these all up
in a dish, and she said, “ Now, Mr. Hunt, I will give
you all these for that bill;” and looked up at Philip’s
picture, which hung over the parson’s blood-shot, satyr
face. ¢ Take these,” she said, “and give me that!
There’s two hundred pound, I know; and there’s thirty-
four, and two eighteen, thirty-six eighteen, and there’s
the plate and watch, and I want that bill.”

“What? have you got all this, you little dear?”
cried Hunt, dropping back into his chair again. “Why,
you're a little fortune, by Jove!—a pretty little fortune,
a little discountess, a little wife, a little fortune. I say,
I'm a university man; I could write alcaics once as
well as any man. I’'m a gentleman. I say, how much
have you got? Count it over again, my dear.”

And again she told him the amount of the gold, and
the notes, and the silver, and the number of the poor
little spoons.

A thought came across the fellow’s boozy brain :—
«If you offer so much,” says he, “and you're a little
discountess, the bill’s worth more ; that fellow must be
making his fortune! Or do you know about it? I say,
do you know about it? No. TIll have my bond. TII
have my bond!” And he gave a tipsy imitation of
Shylock, and lurched back into his chair, and laughed.

L
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“Let’s have a little more, and talk about things,”
said the poor Little Sister; and she daintily heaped
her little treasures and arranged them in her dish, and
smiled upon the parson laughing in his chair.

¢ Caroline,” says he, after a pause, “you are still
fond of that old bald-headed scoundrel! That's it!
Just like you women—just like, but I won’t tell. No,
no, I won't tell! You are fond of that old swindler
still, I say! Wherever did you get that lot of money ?
Leok here now—with that, and this little bill in my
pocket, there’s emough to carry us on for ever so long.
And when this money’s gone, I tell you I know who'll
give us more, and who can’t refuse us, I tell you.
Look here, Caroline, dear Caroline! I'm an old fellow,
I know; but I'm a good fellow: I'm a classical
scholar: and I'm a gentleman.”

The classical scholar and gentleman bleared over his
words as he uttered them, and with his vinous eyes and
sordid face gave a leer, which must have frightened the
poor little lady to whom he proffered himself as a suitor;
- for she started back with a pallid face, and an aspect of
such dislike and terror, that even her guest remarked it.

“ I said I was a scholar and gentleman,” he shrieked
again. “ Do you doubt it? I'm as good a man as
Brummell Firmin, I say. I ain%tsotall. ButIlldoa
copy of Latin alcaics or Greek iambics against him or
any man of my weight. Do you mean to insult me?
Don’t I know who you are? Are you better than a
Master of Arts and a clergyman? He went out in
medicine, Firmin did. Do you mean, when a Master of
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Arts and classical scholar offers you his hand and
 fortune, that youre above him and refuse him, by
George? ”

The Little Sister was growing bewildered and
frightened by the man’s energy and horrid looks. ¢ Oh,
Mr. Hunt!” she cried, * see here, take this! See—
there are two hundred and thirty—thirty-six pounds and
all these things! Take them, and give me that paper.”

“ Sovereigns, and notes, and spoons, and a watch, and
what I have in my pocket—and that ain’t much—and
Firmin’s bill! Three hundred and eighty-six four three.
It’s a fortune, my dear, with economy! I won’t have
you going on being a nurse and that kind of thing. I'm
a scholar and a gentleman—I am—and that place ain’t
fit for Mrs. Hunt. We'll first spend your money. No:
we'll first spend my money—three hundred and eighty-
six and—and hang the change—and when that’s gone,
well have another bill from that bald-headed old
scoundrel: and his son who struck a poor cler—— We
will, I say, Caroline—we——"

The wretch was suiting actions to his words, and rose
once more, advancing towards his hostess, who shrank
back, laughing half-hysterically, and retreating as the
other neared her. Behind her was that cupboard which
had contained her poor little treasure and other stores,
and appended to the lock of which her keys were still
hanging. As the brute approached her, she flung back
the cupboard-door smartly upon him. The keys struck
him on the head ; and bleeding, and with a curse and a
cry, he fell back on his chair.
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In the cupboard was that bottle which she had received
from America not long since ; and about which she had
talked with Goodenough on that very day. It had been
used twice or thrice by his direction, by hospital surgeons,
and under her eye. She suddenly seized this bottle. As
the ruffian before her uttered his imprecations of wrath,
she poured out a quantity of the contents of the bottle
on her handkerchief. She said, ¢ Oh! Mr. Hunt, have
I hurt you? I didn’t mean it. But you shouldn’t—you
shouldn’t frighten a lonely woman so! Here, let me
bathe you! Smell this! It will—it will do you—good
—it will—it will, indeed.” The handkerchief was over
his face. Bewildered by drink before, the fumes of the
liquor which he was absorbing served almost instantly
to overcome him. He struggled for a moment or two.
- ¢ Stop—stop ! you'll be better in a moment,” she whis-
pered. ¢ Oh, yes! better, quite better!” She squeezed
more of the liquor from the bottle on to the handker-
chief. In a minute Hunt was quite inanimate.

Then the little pale woman leant over him, and took
the pocket-book out of his pocket, and from it the bill
which bore Philip’s name. As Hunt lay in stupor
before her, she now squeezed more of the liquor over
his head ; and then thrust the bill into the fire, and saw
it burn to ashes. Then she put back the pocket-book
into Hunt’s breast. She said afterwards that she never
should have thought about that Chloroform, but for her
brief conversation with Dr. Goodenough, that evening,
regarding a case in which she had employed the new
remedy under his orders.
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How long did Hunt lie in that stupor? It seemed a
whole long night to Caroline. She said afterwards that
the thought of that act that night made her hair grow
grey. Poor little head! Indeed, she would have laid it
down for Philip.

Hunt, I suppose, came to himself when the handker-
chief was withdrawn, and the fumes of the potent liquor
ceased to work on his brain. He was very much
frightened and bewildered. ¢ What was it? Where
am I?” he asked, in a husky voice. _

% It was the keys struck in the cupboard-door when
you—you ran against it,” said pale Caroline. “ Look !
you are all bleeding on the head. Let me dry it.”

% No; keep off!” cried the terrified man.

“ Will you have a cab to go home? The poor gen-
tleman hit himself against the cupboard-door, Mary.
You remember him here before, don’t you, one night ?”
And Caroline, with a shrug, pointed out to her maid,
whom she had summoned, the great square bottle of
spirits still on the table, and indicated that there lay the
cause of Hunt’s bewilderment.

¢ Are you better now? Will you—will you—take a
little more refreshment ?” asked Caroline.

“No!” he cried with an oath, and with glaring,
bloodshot eyes he lurched towards his hat.

¢ Lor, mum! what ever is it? And this smell in
the room, and all this here heap of money and things on
the table ? ”

Caroline flung open her window. ¢ It’s medicine,
which Dr. Goodenough has ordered for one of his
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patients. I must go and see her to night,” she said.
And at midnight, looking as pale as death, the Little
Sister went to the doctor’s house, and roused him up from
his bed, and told him the story here narrated. <1
offered him all you gave me,” she said, *“ and all I had
in the world besides, and he wouldn’t—and——" Here
she broke out into a fit of hysterics. The doctor had
to ring up his servants; to administer remedies to his
little nurse ; to put her to bed in his own house.

¢ By the immortal Jove,” he said afterwards, I had
a great mind to beg her never to leaveit! Butthat my
housekeeper would tear Caroline’s eyes out, Mrs. Bran-
don should be welcome to stay for ever. Except her
P’s, that woman has every virtue : constancy, gentleness,
generosity, cheerfulness, and the courage of a lioness !
To think of that fool, that dandified idiot, that triple
ass, Firmin "—(there were few men in the world for
whom Goodenough entertained a greater scorn than for
his late confrére, Firmin, of Old Parr Street)—¢ think of
the villain having possessed such a treasure—let alone
his having deceived and deserted her—of his having
possessed such a treasure and flung it away! Sir, I
~ always admired Mrs. Brandon ; but I think ten theusand
times more highly of her, since her glorious crime, and
most righteous robbery. If the villain had died, dropped
dead in the street—the drunken miscreant, forger, house-
breaker, assassin—so that no punishment could have
fallen upon poor Brandon, I think I"could have respected
her only the more !”

At an early hour Dr. Goodenough had thought proper
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to send off messengers to Philip and myself, and to make
us acquainted with the strange adventure of the previous
night. We both hastened to him. I myself was sum~
moned, no doubt, in consequence of my profound legal
knowledge, which might be of use in poor little Caroline’s
present trouble. And Philip came because she longed
to see him. By some instinct, she knew when he
arrived. She crept down from the chamber where the
doctor’s housekeeper had laid her on a bed. She
knocked at the doctor’s study, where we were all in
consultation. She came in quite "pale, and tottered
towards Philip, and flung herself into his arms, with a
burst of tears that greatly relieved her excitement and
fever. Firmin was scarcely less moved.

“You'll pardon me for what I have done, Philip,”
she sobbed. ¢ If they—if they take me up, you won’
forsake me ?”

“Forsake you? Pardon you? Come and live with
us, and never leave us!” cried Philip.

“I don’t think Mrs. Philip would like that, dear,” said
the little woman sobbing on his arm; “but ever since
the Grey Friars school, when you was so ill, you have
been like a son to me, and somehow I couldn’t help
doing that last night to that villain—I couldn’t.”

¢ Serve the scoundrel right. Never deserved to come
to life again, my dear,” said Dr. Goodenough. ¢ Don’t
you be exciting yourself, little Brandon! I must have
you sent back to lie down on your bed. Take her ups
Philip, to the little room next mine: and order her to
lie down and be as quiet as a mouse. You are not to
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move till I give you leave, Brandon—mind that, and
come back to us, Firmin, or we shall have the patients
coming.”

So Philip led away this poor Little Sister; and
trembling, and clinging to his arm, she returned to the
room assigned to her.

« She wants to be alone with him,” the doctor said ;
and he spoke a brief word or two of that strange delusion
under which the little woman laboured, that this was her
dead child come back to her.

I know that is in her mind,” Goodenough said ; she
never got over that brain fever in which I found her.
If I were to swear her on the book, and say, ¢ Brandon,
don’t you believe he is your son alive again ?’ she would
not dare to say no. She will leave him everything she
has got. I only gave her so much less than that
scoundrel’s bill yesterday, because I knew she would
like to contribute her own share. It would have
offended her mortally to have been left out of the sub-
scription. They like to sacrifice themselves. Why,
there are women in India who, if not allowed to roast
with their dead husbands, would die of vexation.” And
by this time Mr. Philip came striding back into the
room again, rubbing a pair of very red eyes.

“ Long ere this, no doubt, that drunken ruffian is
sobered, and knows that the bill is gone. He is likely
enough to accuse her of the robbery,” says the doctor.

¢ Suppose,” says Philip’s other friend, *“ I had put a
pistol to your head, and was going to shoot you, and
the doctor took the pistol out of my hand and flung it
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into the sea? would you help me to prosecute the doctor
for robbing me of the pistol?”

“You don’t suppose it will be a pleasure to me to pay
that bill ? ” said Philip. I said, if a certain bill were
presented to me, purporting to be accepted by Philip
Firmin, I would pay it. But if that scoundrel, Hunt,
only says that he had such a bill, and has lost it ; I will
cheerfully take my oath that I have never signed any
bill at all—and they can’t find Brandon guilty of stealing
a thing which never existed.”

¢ Let us hope, then, that the bill was not in duplicate ! 1»

And to this wish all three gentlemen heartily said
Amen !

And now the doctor’s door-bell began to be agitated
by arriving patients. His dining-room was already full
of them. The Little Sister must lie still, and the dis-
cussion of her affairs must be deferred to a more
convenient hour; and Philip and his friend agreed to
reconnoitre the house in Thornhaugh Street, and see if
anything had happened since its mistress had left it.

Yes : something had happened. Mrs. Brandon’s maid,
who ushered us into her mistress’s little room, told us
that in the early morning that horrible man who had
come over-night, and been so tipsy, and behaved so ill,
—the very same man who had come there tipsy afore
once, and whom Mr. Philip had flung into the street—
had come battering at the knocker, and pulling at the
bell, and swearing and cursing most dreadful, and call-
ing for «“Mrs. Brandon! Mrs. Brandon! Mrs. Brandon !*
and frightening the whole street. After he had+rung, he
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knocked and battered ever so long. Mary looked out
at him from her upper window, and told him to go along
home, or she would call the police. ~On this the man
roared out that he would call the police himself if Mary
did not let him in ; and as he went on calling ¢ Police!”
and yelling from the door, Mary came down-stairs, and
opened the hall-door, keeping the chain fastened, and
asked him what he wanted ?

Hunt, from the steps without, began to swear and
rage more loudly, and to demand to be let in. He must
and would see Mrs. Brandon.

Mary, from behind her chain barricade, said that her
mistress was not at home, but that she had been called
out that night to a patient of Dr. Goodenough’s.

Hunt, with more shrieks and curses, said it was a lie;
and that she was at home; and that he would see her;
and that he must go into her room; and that he had
left something there; that he had lost'something; and
that he would have it.

¢ Lost something here?” cried Mary. “ Why here?
when you reeled out of this house, you couldn’t scarce
walk, and you almost fell into the gutter, which I have
seen you there before. Get away, and go home! You
are not sober yet, you horrible man!”

On this, clinging on to the area-railings, and demean-
ing himself like a madman, Hunt continued to call out,
“ Police, police! I have been robbed, I’ve been robbed !
Police!” until astonished heads appeared at various
windows in the quiet street, and a policeman actually

came up.
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When the policeman appeared, Hunt began to sway
and pull at the door, confined by it’s chain: and he
frantically reiterated his charge, that he had been robbed
and hocussed in that house, that night, by Mrs. Brandon.

The policeman, by a familiar expression, conveyed

his utter disbelief of the statement, and told the dirty,
disreputable man to move on, and go to bed. Mrs.
Brandon was known and respected all round the neigh-
bourhood. She had befriended numerous poor round
about; and was known for a hundred charittes. She
attended many respectable families. In that parish
there was no woman more esteemed. And by the word
“ Gammon,” the policeman expressed his sense of the
utter absurdity of the charge against the good lady.
" Hunt still continued to yell out that he had been
robbed and hocussed; and Mary from behind her door
repeated to the officer (with whom she perhaps had
relations not unfriendly) her statement that the beast
had gone reeling away from the house the night before,
and if he had lost anything, who knows where he might
not have lost it ?

“It was taken out of this pocket, and out of this
pocket-book,” howled Hunt, clinging to the rail «I
give her in charge. I give the house in charge! It’sa
den of thieves!”

During this shouting and turmoil, the sash of a
window in Ridley’s studio was thrown up. The painter
was going to his morning work. He had appointed an
early model. The sun could not rise too soon for
Ridley; and, as soon as ever it gave its light, found
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him happy at his labour. He had heard from his bed-
room the brawl going on about the door.

“Mr. Ridley!” says the policeman, touching the
glazed hat with much respect—(in fact, and out of
uniform, Z 25 has figured in more than one of J. J.’s
pictures)— here’s a fellow disturbing the whole street,
and shouting out that Mrs. Brandon have robbed and
hocussed him!”

Ridley ran downstairs in a high state of indignation.
He is nervous, like men of his tribe; quick to feel, to
pity, to love, to be angry. He undid the chain, and
ran into the street.

] remember that fellow drunk here before,” said the
painter; “and lying in that very gutter.”

“Drunk and disorderly! Come along!” cries Z 25 ;
and his hand was quickly fastened on the parson’s greasy
collar, and under its strong grasp Hunt is forced to
move on. He goes, still yelling out that he has been
robbed.

“Tell that to his worship,” says the incredulous Z.
And this was the news which Mrs. Brandon’s friends
received from her maid, when they called at her house.
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CHAPTER X
IN WHICH SEVERAL PEOPLE HAVE THEIR TRIALS.

Ir Philip and his friend had happened to pass through
High Street, Marylebone, on their way to Thornhaugh
Streot to reconnoitre the Little Sister’s house, they
would have seen the Reverend Mr. Hunt, in a very
dirty, battered, crestfallen and unsatisfactory state
marching to Marylebone from the station, where the
reverend gentleman had passed the night, and under
the custody of the police. A convoy of street boys
followed the prisoner and his guard, making sarcastic
remarks on both, Hunt’s appearance was not improved
since we had the pleasure of meeting him on the pre-
vious evening. With a grizzled beard and hair, a
dingy face, a dingy shirt, and a countenance mottled
with dirt and drink, we may fancy the reverend man
passing in tattered raiment through the street to make
his appearance before the magistrate.

You have no doubt forgotten the narrative which
appeared in the morning papers two days after the
Thornhaugh Street incident, but my clerk has been at
the pains to hunt up and copy the police report, in
which events connected with our history are brleﬂy
recorded.

“ MARYLEBONE, Wednesday.—Thomas Tufton Hnnt,

VOL. IIL 54
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professing to be a clergyman, but wearing an appear-
ance of extreme squalor, was brought before Mr.
Beaksby at this office, charged by Z 25, with being
drunk and very disorderly on Tuesday se’nnight, and
endeavouring by force and threats to effect his re-
entrance into a house in Thornhaugh Street, from
which he had been previously ejected in a most
unclerical and inebriated state.

“ On being taken to the station-house, the reverend
gentleman lodged a complaint on his own side, and
averred that he had been stupefied and hocussed in the
house in Thornhaugh Street by means of some drug,
and that whilst in this state he had been robbed of a
bill for 386L 4s. 3d., drawn by a person in New York,
and accepted by Mr. P. Firmin, barrister, of Parch-
ment Buildings, Temple.

“ Mrs. Brandon, the landlady of the house, No. —,
Thornhaugh Street, has been in the habit of letting
lodgings for many years past, and several of her friends,
including Mr. Firmin, Mr. Ridley, the RL Acad., and
other gentlemen, were in attendance to speak to her
character, which is most respectable. After Z 25 had
given evidence, the servant deposed that Hunt had
been more than once disorderly and drunk before that
house, and had been forcibly ejected from it. On the
night when the alleged robbery was said to have taken
place, he had visited the house in Thornhaugh Street,
had left it in an inebriated state, and returned some
hours afterwards vowing that he had been robbed of
the document in question.
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¢ Mr. P. Firmin said: ‘I am a barrister, and have
chambers at Parchment Buildings, Temple, and know
the person calling himself Hunt. I have not accepted
any bill of exchange, nor is my signature affixed to any
such document.’

“ At this stage the worthy magistrate interposed, and
said that this only went to prove that the bill was not
completed by Mr. F.’s acceptance, and would by no
means conclude the case set up before him. Dealing
with it, however, on the merits, and looking at the way
in which the charge had been preferred, and the entire
absence of sufficient testimony to warrant him in decid-
ing that even a piece of paper had been abstracted in
that house, or by the person accused, and believing that
if he were to commit, a conviction would be impossible,
he dismissed the charge.

¢ The lady left the court with her friends, and the
accuser, when called upon to pay a fine for drunken-
ness, broke out into very unclerical language, in the
midst of which he was forcibly removed.”

Philip Firmin’s statement that he had given no bill
of exchange, was made not without hesitation on his
part, and indeed at his friends’ strong entreaty. It was
addressed not so much to the sitting magistrate, as to
that elderly individual at New York, who was warned
no more to forge his son’s name. I fear a coolness
ensued between Philip and his parent in consequence of
the younger man’s behaviour. The doctor had thought
better of his boy than to suppose that, at a moment of
necessity, Philip would desert him. He forgave Philip,

54—2
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nevertheless. Perhaps since his marriage other influences
were at work upon him, &c. The parent made further
remarks in this strain. A man who takes your money
is naturally offended if you remonstrate; you wound his
sense of delicacy by protesting against his putting his
hand in your pocket. The elegant doctor in New York
continued to speak of his unhappy son with a mournful
shake of the head; he said, perhaps believed, that
Philip’s imprudence was in part the cause of his own
exile. ¢ This is not the kind of entertainment to which
I would have invited you at my own house in England,”
he would say. “I thought to have ended my days
there, and to have left my son in comfort, nay splen-
dour. Iam an exile in poverty: and he—but I will
use no hard words.” And to his female patients he
would say: “No, my dear madam! Not a syllable of
reproach shall escape these lips regarding that mis-
guided boy! But you can feel for me; I know you
can feel for me.”” In the old days, a high-spirited high-
wayman, who took a coach-passenger’s purse, thought
himself injured, and the traveller a shabby fellow, if he
secreted a guinea or two under the cushions. In the
doctor’s now rare letters, he breathed a manly sigh here
and there, to think that he had lost the confidence of his
boy. I do believe that certain ladies of our acquaint-
ance were inclined to think that the elder Firmin had
been not altogether well used, however much they loved
and admired the Little Sister for her lawless act in her
boy’s defence. But this main point we had won. The
doctor at New York took the warning, and wrote his

-
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son’s signature upon no more bills of exchange. The
good Goodenough’s loan was carried back to him in the
very coin which he had supplied. He said that his
little nurse Brandon was splendide mendaz, and that her
robbery was a sublime and courageous act of war.

In so far, since his marriage, Mr. Phiiip had been
pretty fortunate. At need, friends had come to him.
In moments of peril he had had succour and relief,
Though he had married without money, fate had sent
him a sufficiency. His flask had never been empty, and
there was always meal in his bin. But now hard trials
were in store for him: hard trials which we have said
were endurable, and which he has long since lived
through. Any man who has played the game of life or
whist, knows how for one while he will have a series of
good cards dealt him, and again will get no trumps at
all.  After he got into his house in Milman Street and
quitted the Little Sister’s kind roof, our friend’s good
fortune seemed to desert him. “Perhaps it was a
punishment for my pride, because I was haughty with
her, and—and jealous of that dear good little creature,”
poor Charlotte afterwards owned in conversation with
other friends :—“but our fortune seemed to change
when we were away from her, and that I must own.”

Perhaps, when she was yet under Mrs. Brandon’s
roof, the Little Sister’s provident care had done a great
deal more for Charlotte than Charlotte knew. Mrs.
Philip had the most simple tastes in the world, and
upon herself never spent an unnecessary shilling. In-
deed, it was a wonder, considering her small expenses,
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how neat and nice Mrs. Philip ever looked. But she
never could deny herself when the children were in
question ; and had them arrayed in all sorts of fine
clothes; and stitched and hemmed all day and night to
decorate their little persons; and in reply to the remon-
strances of the matrons her friends, showed how it was
impossible children could be dressed for less cost. If
anything ailed them, quick, the doctor must be sent for.
Not worthy Goodenough, who came without a fee, and
pooh-poched her alarms and anxieties; but dear Mr.
Bland, who had a feeling heart, and was himself a
father of children, and who supported those children by
the produce of the pills, draughts, powders, visits, which
he bestowed on all families into whose doors he entered.
Bland’s sympathy was very consolatory; but it was
found to be very costly at the end of the year. ¢ And,
what then?” says Charlotte, with kindling cheeks.
“Do you suppose we should grudge that money, which
was to give health to our dearest, dearest babies? No.
You can’t have such a bad opinion of me as that!”
And accordingly Mr. Bland received a nice little an-
nuity from our friends. Philip had a joke about his
wife’s housekeeping which perhaps may apply to other
young women who are kept by over-watchful mothers
too much in statu pupillari. When they were married,
or about to be married, Philip asked Charlotte what she
would order for dinner? She promptly said she would
order leg of mutton. “ And after leg of mutton?”
% Leg of beef, to be sure!” says Mrs. Charlotte, looking
.very pleased, and knowing. And the fact is, as this



TWO HYPOCRITES. 215

little housekeeper was obliged demurely to admit, their
household bills increased prodigiously after they left
‘Thornhaugh Street. ¢ And I can’t understand, my
dear, how the grocer’s book should mount up so; and
the butterman’s, and the beer,” &c. &c. We have often
seen the pretty little head bent over the dingy volumes,
puzzling, puzeling: and the eldest child would hold up
a warning finger to ours, and tell them to be very quiet,
as mamma was at her “ atounts.”

And now, I grieve to say, money became scarce for
the payment of these accounts; and though Philip fan-
cied he hid his anxieties from his wife, be sure she
loved him too much to be deceived by one of the clum-
siest hypocrites in the world. Only, being a much
cleverer hypocrite than her husband, she pretended to
be deceived, and acted her part so well that poor Philip
was mortified with her gaiety, and ehose to fancy his
wife was indifferent to their misfortunes. She ought not
to be so smiling and happy, he thonght; and, as usual,
bemoaned his lot to his friends. ¢ I come home, racked
with care, and thinking of those inevitable bills: I
shudder, sir, at every note that lies on the hall table,
and would tremble as I dashed them open as they do
on the stage. But I laugh and put on a jaunty air,
and humbug Char. And I hear her singing about
the house and laughing and cooing with the children,
by Jove. She’s not aware of anything. She does not
know how dreadfully the res domi is squeezing me. But
before marriage she did, I tell you. Then, if anything
annoyed me, she divined it. If I felt ever so little un-
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well, you should have seen the alarm in her face! It
was ¢ Philip, dear, how pale you are;’ or, ¢ Philip, how
flushed you are ;’ or, ‘I am sure you have had a letter
from your father. Why do you conceal anything from
me, sir? You never should—never!’ And now when
the fox is gnawing at my side under my cloak, I laugh
and grin so naturally that she believes I am all right,
and she comes to meet me flouncing the children about
in my face, and wearing an air of consummate happi-
ness! I would not deceive her for the world, you
know. But it’s mortifying. Don’t tell me. It ¢s mor-
tifying to be tossing awake all night, and racked with
care all day, and have the wife of your bosom chattering
and singing and laughing, as if there were no cares, or
doubts, or duns in the world. If I had the gout and
she were to laugh and sing, I should not call that sym-
pathy. If I were arrested for debt, and she were to
come grinning and laughing to the sponging-house, I
should not call that consolation. Why doesn’t she feel ?
She ought to feel. There’s Betsy, our parlour-maid.
There’s the old fellow who comes to clean the boots and
knives. Theyknow how hard up I am. And my wife sings
and dances whilst I am on the verge of ruin, by Jove;
and giggles and laughs as if life was a pantomime ! ”
Then the man and ‘woman into whose ears poor
Philip roared out his confessions and gtiefs, hung down
their blushing heads in humbled silence. They are
tolerably prosperous in life, and, I fear, are pretty well
satisfied with themselves and each other. A woman
who scarcely ever does any wrong, and rules and



CONSCIOUS VIRTUE. 217

governs her own house and family, as my ——, as the
wife of the reader’s humble servant most notoriously
does, often becomes—must it be said ?—too certain of
her own virtue, and is too sure of the correctness of
her own opinion. We virtnous people give advice a
‘good deal, and set a considerable value upon that advice.
We meet a certain man who has fallen among thieves,
let us say. We succour him readily enough. We take
him kindly to the inn, and pay his score there: but we
say to the landlord, “ You must give this poor man his
bed ; his medicine at such a time, and his broth at such
another. But, mind you, he must have that physic,
and no other; that broth when we order it. We take
his case in hand, you understand. Don’t listen to him
or anybody else. We know all about everything.
Good-by. Take care of him. Mind the medicine and
the broth!” and Mr. Benefactor or Lady Bountiful goes
away, perfectly self-satisfied.

Do you take this allegory? When Philip com-
plained to us of his wife’s friskiness and gaiety ; when
he bitterly contrasted her levity and carelessness with
his own despondency and doubt, Charlotte’s two prin-
cipal friends were smitten by shame. ¢ Oh, Philip!
dear Philip !” his female adviser said (having looked at
her husband once or twice as Firmin spoke, and in vain
endeavoured to keep her guilty eyes down on her
work), ¢ Charlotte has done this, because she is humble,
and because she takes the advice of friends who are
not. She knows everything, and more than every-
thing; for her dear tender heart is filled with appre-
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hension. But we told her to show no sign of care, lest
her husband should be disturbed. And she trusted in
us; and she puts her trust elsewhere, Philip; and she
has hidden her own anxieties, lest yours should be
increased ; and has met you gaily when her heart was
full of dread. We think she has done wrong now ; but
she did so because she was so simple, and trusted in us
who advised her wrongly. Now we see that there ought
to have been perfect confidence always between you;
and that it is her simplicity and faith in us which have
misled her.”

Philip hung down his head for a moment, and hid his
eyes; and we knew, during that minute when his face
was concealed from us, how his grateful heart was
employed.

% And you know, dear Philip——" says Laura, look-
ing at her husband, and nodding to that person, who
certainly understood the hint.

. % And I say, Firmin,” breaks in the lady’s husband,
¢ you understand, if you are at all—that is, if you—that
is, if we can—"

“Hold your tongue!” shouts Firmin, with a face
beaming over with happiness. “I know what you
mean. You beggar, you are going to offer me money !
I see it in your face; bless you both! But we'lll try
and do without, please heaven. And—and it’s worth
feeling a pinch of poverty to find such friends as I have
had, and to share it with such a—such a—dash—dear
little thing as I have at home. And I won't try and
humbug Char any more. I'm bad at that sort of busi-
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ness. And good-night, and I'll never forget your
kindness, never!” And heis off a moment afterwards,
and jumping down the steps of our door, and so into the
park. And though there were not five pounds in the
poor little house in Milman Street, there wére not two
happier people in London that night than Charlotte and
Philip Firmin. If he had his troubles, our friend had
his immense consolations. Fortunate he, however poor,
who has friends to help, and love to console him in his
trials.
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CHAPTER XI
IN WHICH THE LUCK GOES VERY MUCH AGAINST US.

EvERY man and woman amongst us has made his voyage
to Lilliput, and his tour in the kingdom of Brobding-
nag. When I go to my native country town, the local
paper announces our arrival; the labourers touch their
hats as the pony-chaise passes, the girls and old women
drop curtsies ; Mr. Hicks, the grocer and hatter, comes
to his door, and makes a bow, and smirks and smiles.
When our neighbour Sir John arrives at the hall, he
is a still greater personage; the bell-ringers greet the
hall family with a peal; the rector walks over on an
early day, and pays his visit; and the farmers at
market press round for a nod of recognition. Sir John
at home is in Lilliput: in Belgrave Square he is in
Brobdingnag, where almost everybody we meet is ever
so much taller than ourselves.  Which do you like -
best, to be a giant amongst the pigmies, or a pigmy
among the giants?” I know what sort of company
I prefer myself: but that is not the point. What I
would hint is, that we possibly give ourselves patronizing
airs before small people, as folks higher placed than
ourselves give themselves airs before us. Patronizing
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airs? Old Miss Mumbles, the half-pay lieutenant’s
daughter, who lives over the plumber’s, with her maid,
gives herself in her degree more airs than any duchess
in Belgravia, and would leave the room if a tradesman’s
wife sat down in it.

Now it has been said that few men in this city of
London are so simple in their manners as Philip Firmin,
and that he treated the patron whose bread he ate,
and the wealthy relative who condescended to visit him,
with a like freedom. He is blunt but not familiar, and
is not a whit more polite to my lord than to Jack or
Tom at the coffee-house. He resents familiarity from
vulgar persons, and those who venture on it retire
maimed and mortified after coming into collision with
him. As for the people he loves, he grovels before
them, worships their boot-tips, and their gown-hems.
But he submits to them, not for their wealth or rank,
but for love’s sake. He submitted very magnanimously
at first to the kindnesses and caresses of Lady Ring-
wood and her daughters, being softened and won by
the regard which they showed for his wife and children.

Although Sir John was for the Rights of Man every-
where, all over the world, and had pictures of Franklin,
Lafayette, and Washington in his library, he likewise
had portraits of his own ancestors in that apartment,
and’ entertained a very high opinion of the present
representative of the Ringwood family. The character
of the late chief of the house was notorious. - Lord
Ringwood’s life had been irregular and his morals loose.
His talents were considerable, no doubt, but they had
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not been devoted to serious study or directed to useful
ends. A wild man in early life, he had only changed
his practices in later life in consequence of ill health,
and became a hermit as a Certain Person became a
monk. He was a frivolous person to the end, and was
not to be considered as a public man and statesman;
and this light-minded man of pleasure had been advanced
to the third rank of the peerage, whilst his successor,
his superior in intellect and morality, remained a
. Baronet still. How blind the Ministry was which
refused to recognize so much talent and worth! Had
there been public virtue or common sense in the
governors of the nation, merits like Sir John’s never
could have been overlooked. But Ministers were noto-
riously a family clique, and only helped each other.
Promotion and patronage were disgracefully mono-
polized by the members of a very few families who
were not better men of business, men of better character,
men of more ancient lineage (though birth, of course,
was a mere accident) than Sir John himself In a
word, until .they gave him a peerage, he saw very
" little hope for the cabinet or the country.

In a very early page of this history mention was
made of a certain Philip Ringwood, to whose protection
Philip Firmin’s mother confided her boy when he was
first sent to school. Philip Ringwood was Firmin’s
senior by seven years; he came to Old Parr Street
twice or thrice during his stay at ‘school, condescended
to take the “ tips,” of which the poor doctor was liberal
enough, but never deigned to take any notice of young
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Firmin, who looked up to his kinsman with awe and
trembling. From school Philip Ringwood speedily
departed to college, and then entered upon public life.
He was the eldest son of Sir John Ringwood, with
whom our friend has of late made acquaintance.

Mr. Ringwood was a much greater personage than
the baronet his father. Even when the latter succeeded
to Lord Ringwood’s estates and came to London, he
could scarcely be said to. equal his son in social rank;
and the younger patronized his parent. What is the
secret of great social success? It is not to be gained
by beauty, or wealth, or birth, or wit, or valour, or
eminence of any kind. It is a gift of Fortune, bestowed,
like that goddess’s favours, capriciously. Look, dear
madam, at the most fashionable ladies at present reign-
ing in London. Are they better bred, or more amiable,
or richer, or more beautiful than yourself? See, good
sir, the men who lead the fashion, and stand in the
bow window at Black’s; are they wiser, or wittier,
or more agreeable people than you? And yet you
know what your fate would be if you were put up
at that club. Sir John Ringwood never dared to be
proposed there, even after his great accession of fortune
on the earl’s death. His son did not encourage him.
People even said that Ringwood would blackball his
father if he dared to offer himself as a candidate.

I never, I say, could understand the reason of Philip
Ringwood’s success in life, though you must acknowledge
that he is one of our most eminent dandies. He is
affable to dukes. He patronizes marquises. He is
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not witty. He is not clever. He does not give good
dinners. How many baronets are there in the British
empire? Look to your book, and see. I tell you there
are many of these whom Philip Ringwood would
scarcely admit to wait at one of his bad dinners. By
calmly asserting himself in life, this man has achieved
his social eminence. We may hate him; but we
acknowledge his superiority. For instance, I should
as soon think of asking him to dine with me, as I
should of slapping the Archbishop of Canterbury on
the back.

Mr. Ringwood has a meagre little house in May
Fair, and belongs to a public office, where he patronizes
his chef His own family bow down before him;
bis mother is humble in his company; his sisters are
respectful ; his father does not brag of his own liberal
principles, and never alludes to the rights of man in
the son’s presence. He is called “ Mr. Ringwood” in
the family. The person who is least in awe of him is
his younger brother, who has been known to make
faces behind the elder’s back. But he is a dreadfully
headstrong and ignorant child, and respects nothing.
Lady Ringwood, by the way, is Mr. Ringwood’s
stepmother. His own mother was the daughter of a
noble house, and died in giving birth to this paragon.

Philip Firmin, who had not set eyes upon his
kinsman since they were at school together, remem-
bered some stories which were current about Ringwood,
and by no means to that eminent dandy’s credit—stories
of intrigue, of play, of various libertine. exploits on
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Mr. Ringwood’s part. One day, Philip and Charlotte
dined with Sir John, who was talking and chirping,
and laying down the law, and bragging away according
to his wont, when his son entered and asked for
dinner. He had accepted an invitation to dine at
Garterton House. The duke had one of his attacks of
gout just before dinner. The dinner was off. If Lady
Ringwopd would give him a slice of mutton, he would
be very much obliged to her. A place was soon found
for him. ¢ And, Philip, this is your namesake, and,
our cousin, Mr. Philip Firmin,” said the baronet,
presenting his son to his kinsman.

“ Your father used to give me sovereigns, when I
was at school. I have a faint recollection of you, too.
Little white-headed boy, werent you? How is the
doctor, and Mrs. Firmin? All right?”

“ Why, don’t you know his father ran away ?” calls
out the youngest member of the family. ¢ Don’t kick
me, Emily. He did run away!”

Then Mr. Ringwood remembered, and a faint blush
tinged his face. ¢ Lapse of time. Iknow. Shouldn’t
have asked after such a lapse of time.” And he
mentioned a case in which a duke, who was very
forgetful, had asked a marquis about his wife who had
run away with an earl, and made inquiries about the
duke’s son, who, as everybody knew, was not on terms
with his father.

¢ This is Mrs. Firmin—Mrs. Philip Firmin!” cried
Lady Ringwood, rather nervously; and I suppose Mrs.
Philip blushed, and the blush became her; for Mr.
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Ringwood afterwards condescended to say to one of
his sisters, that their new-found relative seemed one
of your rough-and-ready sort of gentlemen, but his
wife was really very well bred, and quite a pretty young
woman, and presentable anywhere—really anywhere.
Charlotte was asked to sing one or two of her little
songs after dinner. Mr. Ringwood was delighted.
Her voice was perfectly true. What she sang, she
sang admirably. And he was good enough to hum
over one of her songs (during which performance he
showed that Ais voice was not exempt from little frailties),
and to say he had heard Lady Philomela Shakerley
sing that very song at' Glenmavis, last autumn;
and it was such a favourite that the duchess asked for
it every night—actually every night. When our
friends were going home, Mr. Ringwood gave Philip
almost the whole of one finger to shake; and while
Philip was inwardly raging at his impertinence,
believed that he had entirely fascinated his humble
relativés, and that he had been most good-natured
and friendly.

- I cannot tell why this man’s patronage chafed and
goaded our worthy friend so as to drive him beyond
the bounds of all politeness and reason. The artless
remarks of the little boy, and the occasional simple
speeches of the young ladies, had only tickled Philip’s
humour, and served to amuse him when he met his
relatives. I suspect it was a certain free-and-easy
manner which Mr. Ringwood chose to adopt towards
Mrs. Philip, which annoyed her husband. He had
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said nothing at which offence could be taken: perhaps
he was quite ‘unconscious of offending; nay, thought
himself eminently pleasing: perhaps he was not more
impertinent towards her than towards other women:
but in talking about him, Mr. Firmin’s eyes flashed
very fiercely, and he spoke of his new acquaintance
and relative, with his usual extreme candour, as an

upstart, and an arrogant conceited puppy, whose ears
he would like to pull. :

How do good women learn to discover men who are-

not good? Is it by instinct? How do they learn those
stories about men? I protest I never told my wife

anything good or bad regarding this Mr. Ringwood,
though of course, as a man about town, I have heard—
who has not?—little anecdotes regarding his career.’
His conduct in that affair with Miss Willowby was-

heartless and cruel; his behaviour to that unhappy
Blanche Painter nobody can defend. My wife conveys.
her opinion regarding Philip Ringwood, his life,
principles, and morality, by looks and silences which
are more awful and killing than the bitterest words of
sarcasm or reproof. Philip Firmin, who knows her
ways, watches her features, and, as I have said,
humbles himself at her feet, marked the lady’s awful
looks, when he came to describe to us his meeting
with his cousin, and the magnificent patronizing airs:
which Mr. Ringwood assumed.

“What?” he said, “you don’t like him any more

than I do? I thought you would not; and I am so-

glad.” '
55—2
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Philip’s friend said she did not know Mr. Ringwood,
and had never spoken a word to him in her life.

“Yes; but you know of him,” cries the impetuous
Firmin. ¢ What do you know of him, with his
monstrous puppyism and arrogance?” Oh, Mrs. Laura
knew very little of him. She did not believe—she had
much rather not believe—what the world said about
Mr. Ringwood.

« Suppose we were to ask the Woolcombs their
opinion of your character, Philip?” cries the gentle-
man’s biographer, with a laugh.

My dear!” says Laura, with a yet severer look the
severity of which glance I must explain. The differ-
ences of Woolcomb and his wife were notorious.
Their unhappiness was known to all the world. Society
was beginning to look with a very, very cold face upon
Mrs. Woolcomb.  After quarrels, jealousies, battles,
reconciliations, scenes of renewed violence and furious
language, had come indifference, and the most reckless
gaiety on the woman’s part. Her home was splendid,
but mean and miserable ; all sorts of stories were rife
regarding her husband’s brutal treatment of poor
Agnes, and her own imprudent behaviour. Mrs. Laura
was indignant when this unhappy woman’s name was
ever mentioned, except when she thought how our
warm, true-hearted Philip had escaped from the heart-
less creature. “ What a blessing it was that you were
ruined, Philip, and that she deserted you!” Laura
would say. “What fortune would repay you for
marrying such a woman ?”
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¢ Indeed it was worth all I had to lose her,” says
Philip, “and so the doctor and I are quits. If he had
not spent my fortune, Agnes would have married me.
Jf she had married me, I might have turned Othello, and
have been hung for smothering her. Why, if I had
not been poor, I should never have been married to little
Char—and fancy not being married to Char!” ~The
worthy fellow here lapses into silence, and indulges in
an inward rapture at the idea of his own excessive
happiness. Then he is scared again at the thought
which his own imagination has raised.

“Isay! Fancy being without the kids and Char!”
he cries with a blank look.

¢ That horrible father—that dreadful mother—pardon
me, Philip; but when I think of the worldliness of
those unhappy people, and how that poor unhappy
woman has been bred in it, and ruined by it—I am so,
80, so—enraged, that I can’t keep my temper!” cries
the lady. ¢Is the woman answerable, or the parents,
who hardened her heart, and sold her—sold her to that
O!”  Our illustrious friend Woolcomb was
signified by “that O,” and the lady once more paused,
choked with wrath as she thought about that O, and
that O’s wife.

“] wonder he has not Othello’d her,” remarks
Philip, with his hands in his pockets. I should, if
she had been mine, and gone on as they say she is

going on.”
It is dreadful, dreadful to contemplate!” continues
the lady. ¢ To think she was sold by her own parents,

g
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poor thing, poor thing! The guilt is with them who
led her wrong.” '

“Nay,” says one of the three interlocutors. ‘ Why
stop at poor Mr. and Mrs. Twysden? Why not let
them off, and accuse their parents? who lived worldly
too in their generation. Or, stay; they descend from
William the Conqueror. Let us absolve poor Weldone
Twysden, and his heartless wife, and have the Norman
into court.”

«Ah, Arthur! Did not our sin begin with the
beginning,” cries the lady, “and have we not its
remedy ? Oh, this poor creature, this poor creature !
May she know where to take refuge from it, and learn
to repent in time | ”

The Georgian and Circassian girls, they say, used to
submit to their lot very complacently, and were quite
eager to get to market at Constantinople and be sold.
Mrs. Woolcomb wanted nobody to tempt her away
from poor Philip. She hopped away from the old love,
as soon as ever the new one appeared with his bag of
money. She knew quite well to whom she was selling
herself, and for what. The tempter needed no skill, or
artifice, or eloquence. He had none. But he showed
her a purse, and three fine houses—and she came.
Innocent child, forsooth! She knew quite as much
about the world as papa.and mamma; and the lawyers
did not look to her settlement more warily, and coolly,
than she herself did. Did she not live on it afterwards ?
I do not say she lived reputably, but most comfortably :
as Paris, and Rome, and Naples, and Florence can tell
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you, where she is well known; where she receives a
great deal of a certain kind of company ; where she is
scorned and flattered, - and splendid, and lonely, and
miserable. She is not miserable when she sees
children : she does not care for other persons’ children,
as she never did for her own, even when they were
taken from her. She is of course hurt and angry,
when quite common, vulgar people, not in society, you
understand, turn away from her, and avoid her, and
won’t come to her parties. She gives excellent dinners
which jolly fogeys, rattling bachelors, and doubtful ladies
frequent: but she is alone and unhappy—unhappy because
she does not see parents, sister, or brother? Allons,
mon bon monsieur ! She never cared for parents, sister,
‘or brother; or for baby: or for man (except once for
Philip a little, little bit, when her pulse would sometimes
go up two beats in a minute at his appearance). But
she is unhappy, because she is losing her figure, and
from tight lacing her nose has become very red, and the
pearl powder won't lie on it somehow. And though
you may have thought Woolcomb an odious, ignorant,
and underbred little wretch, you must own that at least
he had red blood in his veins. Did he not spend a
great part of his fortune for the possession of this cold
wife. For whom did she ever make a sacrifice, or feel
a pang? I am sure a greater misfortune than any
which has befallen friend Philip might have happened
to him, and so congratulate him on his escape.

Having vented his wrath upon the arrogance and
impertinence of this solemn puppy of a Philip Ring-
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wood, our friend went away somewhat soothed to his
club in St. James’s Street. The Megatherium Club is
only a very few doors from the much more aristocratic
establishment of Black’s. Mr. Philip Ringwood and
Mr. Woolcomb were standing on the steps of Black’s.
Mr. Ringwood waved a graceful little kid-gloved hand
to Philip, and smiled on him. Mr. Woolcomb glared
at our friend out of his opal eyeballs. Philip had once
proposed to kick Woolcomb into the sea. He somehow
felt as if he would like to treat Ringwood to the same
bath. Meanwhile, Mr. Ringwood laboured under the
notion that he and his new-found acquaintance were on
the very best possible terms.

At one time poor little Woolcomb loved to be seen
with Philip Ringwood. He thought he acquired dis-
tinction from the companionship of that man of fashion,
and would hang on Ringwood as they walked the Pall
Mall pavement.

“Do you know that great hulking, overbearing
brute?” says Woolcomb to his companion on the steps
of Black’s. Perhaps somebody overheard them from
the bow-window. (I tell you everything is overheard
in London, and a great deal more too.)

“ Brute, is he?” says Ringwood; seems a rough,
overbearing sort of chap.”

 Blackguard doctor’s son. Bankrupt father ran
away,” says the dusky man with the opal eyeballs,

«] have heard he was a rogue—the doctor; but I
like him. Remember he gave me three sovereigns
when I was at school. Always like a fellow who tips
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you when you are at school.” And here Ringwood
beckoned his brougham which was in waiting.

“Shall we see you at dinner? Where are you
going ?” asked Mr. Woolcomb. “If you are going
towards ”

“Towards Gray’s Inn, to see my lawyer; have an
appointment there ; be with you at eight!” And Mr.
Ringwood skipped into his little broughzm and was gone.

Tom Eaves told Philip. Tom Eaves belongs to
Black’s Club, to Bays’s, to the Megatherium, I don’t"
know to how many clubs in St. James’s Street. Tom
Eaves knows everybody’s business, and all the scandal
of all the clubs for the last forty years. He knows who
has lost money and to whom; what is the talk of the
opera box and what the scandal of the coulisses; who is
making love to whose daughter. Whatever men and
women are doing in May Fair, is the farrago of Tom’s
libel. He knows so many stories, that of course he
makes mistakes in names sometimes, and says that
Jones is on the verge of ruin, when he is thriving and
prosperous, and it is poor Brown who is in difficulties;
or informs us that Mrs. Fanny is flirting with Captain
Ogle when both are as innocent of a flirtation as you
and I are. Tom certainly is mischievous, and often is
wrong; but when he speaks of our neighbours he is
amusing.

“ It is as good as a play to see Ringwood and Othello
together,” says Tom to Philip. ¢ How proud the black
man is to be seen with him! Heard him abuse you to
Ringwood. Ringwood stuck up for you and for your
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poor governor—spoke up like a man—like a man who
sticks up for a fellow who is down. How the black
man brags about having Ringwood to dinner! Always
having him to dinner. You should have seen Ring-
wood shake him off! Said he was going to Gray’s Inn.
Heard him say Gray’s Inn Lane to his man. Don’t
‘believe a word of it.”

Now I dare say you are much too fashionable to
know that Milman Street is a little cul de sac of a street,
" which leads into Guildford Street, which leads into
Gray’s Inn Lane. Philip went his way homewards,
shaking off Tom Eaves, who, for his part, trolled off to
his other clubs, telling people how he had just been
talking with that bankrupt doctor’s son, and wondering
how Philip should get money enough to pay his club
subscription. Philip then went on his way, striding
‘homewards at his usual manly pace.

Whose black brougham was that? —the black
brougham with the chestnut horse walking up and
down Guildford Street. Mr. Ringwood’s crest was
on the brougham. When Philip entered his drawing-
room, having opened the door with his own key, there
sat Mr. Ringwood, talking to Mrs. Charlotte, who was
taking a cup of tea at five o’clock. She and the children
liked that cup of tea. Sometimes it served Mrs., Char
for dinner when Philip dined from home.

“If I had known you were coming here, you might
have brought me home and saved me a long walk,” said
Philip, wiping a burning forehead.

. % So I might—so I might!” said the other. “I never
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thought of it. I had to see my lawyer in Gray’s Inn;
and it was then I thought of coming on to see you, as I
was telling Mrs. Firmin; and a very nice quiet place
you live in1”

This was very well. But for the first and only time
of his life, Philip was jealous.

“Don’t drub so with your feet! Don’t like to ride
when you jog so on the floor,” said Philip’s eldest
darling, who had clambered on papa’s knee. “ Why do
you look s0? Don’t squeeze my arm, papa!”

Mamma was utterly unaware that Philip had any
cause for agitation. “You have walked all the way
from Westminster, and the club, and you are quite hot
and tired|” she said.  Some tea, my dear?”

Philip nearly choked with the tea. From under his
hair, which fell over his forehead, he looked into his
wife’s face. It wore such a sweet look of innocence
and wonder, that, as he regarded her, the spasm of

- jealousy passed off. No: there was no look of guilt in
those tender eyes. Philip could only read in them the
wife’s tender love and anxiety for himself.

But what of Mr. Ringwood’s face? When the first
little blush and hesitation had passed away, Mr. Ring-
wood’s pale countenance reassumed ' that calm self-
satisfied smile, which it customarily wore. ¢ The cool-
ness of the man maddened me,” said Philip, talking
about the little occurrence afterwards, and to his usual
confidant.

¢ Gracious powers,” cried the other. ¢If I went to
see Charlotte and the children, would you be jealous of
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me, you bearded Turk ? Are you prepared with sack
and bowstring for every man who visits Mrs. Firmin?
If you are to come out in this character, you will lead
yourself and your wife pretty lives. Of course you
quarrelled with Lovelace then and there, and threatened
to throw him out of window then and there? Your
custom is to strike when you are hot; witness——"

¢ Oh, dear, no!” cried Philip, interrupting me. I
have not quarrelled with him yet.” And he ground his
teeth, and gave a very fierce glare with his eyes. I
sate him out quite civilly. I went with him to the door;
and I have left directions that he is mever to pass it
again—that’s all. But I have not quarrelled with him
in the least. Two men never behaved more politely
than we did. We bowed and grinned at each other
quite amiably. But I own, when he held out his hand,
I was obliged to keep mine behind my back, for they
felt very mischievous, and inclined to —— Well,
never mind. Perhaps it is, as you say; and he means
no sort of harm.”

Where, I say again, do women learn all the mischief
they know ? Why should my wife have such a mis-
trust and horror of this gentleman? She took Philip’s
side entirely. She said she thought he was quite right
in keeping that person out of his house. What did she
know about that person? Did I not know myself? He
was a libertine, and led a bad life. He had led young
men astray, and taught them to gamble, and helped
them to ruin themselves. We have all heard stories
about the late Sir Philip Ringwood ; that last scandal
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in which he was engaged, three years ago, and which
brought his career to an end at Naples, I need not, of
course, allude to. But fourteen or fifteen years ago,
about which time this present portion of our little story
is enacted, what did she know about Ringwood’s mis-
doings ?

No: Philip Firmin did not quarrel with Philip
Ringwood on this occasion. But he shut his door on
Mr. Ringwood. He refused all invitations to Sir
John’s house, which, of course, came less frequently,
and which then ceased to come at all. Rich folks do
not like to be so treated by the poor. Had Lady Ring-
wood a notion of the reason why Philip kept away from
her house? I think it is more than possible. Some
of Philip’s friends knew her; and she seemed only
pained, not surprised or angry, at a quarrel which
somehow did take place between the two gentlemen not
very long after that visit of Mr. ngwood to his

kinsman in Milman Street.
~ “Your friend seems very hot-headed and violent~
tempered,” Lady Ringwood said, speaking of that very
quarrel. “I am sorry he keeps that kind of company.
1 am sure it must be too expensive for him.”

As luck would have it, Philip’s old school friend,
Lord Ascot, met us a very few days after the meeting
and parting of Philip and his cousin in Milman Street,
and invited us to a bachelor’s dinner on the river. Our
wives (without whose sanction no good man would
surely ever look a whitebait in the face) gave us per-
mission to attend this entertainment, and remained at
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home, and partook of a tea-dinner (blessings on them!)
with the dear children. Men grow young again when
they meet at these parties. 'We talk of flogging,
proctors, old cronies; we recite old school and college
jokes. I hope that some of us may carry on these
pleasant entertainments until we are fourscore, and that
our toothless old gums will mumble the old stories, and
will laugh over the old jokes with ever-renewed gusto.
Does the kind reader remember the account of such &
dinner at the commencement of this history? On this
afternoon, Ascot, Maynard, Burroughs (several of the
men formerly mentioned), re-assembled. I think we
actually like each other well enough to be pleased to
hear of each other’s successes. I know that one or two
good fellows, upon whom fortune has frowned, have
found other good fellows in.that company to help and.
aid them; and that all are better for that kindly free-
masonry.

Before the dinner was served, the guests met on the
green ‘of the hotel, and examined that fair landscape,
which surely does not lose its charm in our eyes because
it is commonly seen before a good dinner. The crested
elms, the shining river, the emerald meadows, the
painted parterres of flowers around, all wafting an
agreeable smell of friture, of flowers and flounders
exquisitely commingled. Who has not enjoyed these
delights? May some of us, I say, live to drink the ’58
claret in the year 1900! I have no doubt that the sur-
vivors of our society will still laugh at the jokes which
we used to relish when the present century was still
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only middle-aged. Ascot was going {o be married.
Would he be allowed to dine next year ? Frank Berry’s
wife would not let him come. Do you remember his
tremendous fight with Biggs? Remember ? who didn’t?
Marston was Berry’s bottle-holder ; poor Marston, who
was killed in India. And Biggs and Berry were the
closest friends in life ever after. 'Who would ever have
thought of Brackley becoming serious, and being made
an archdeacon? Do you remember his fight with-
Ringwood? What an infernal bully he was, and how
glad we all were when Brackley thrashed him. What
different fates await men! Who would ever have
imagined Nosey Brackley a curate in the mining dis-
tricts, and ending by wearing a rosette in his hat?
Who would ever have thought of Ringwood becoming
such a prodigious swell and leader of fashion? He was
a very shy fellow; not at all a good-looking fellow: and
what a wild fellow he had become, and what a lady-
killer. Isn’t he some connection of yours, Firmin?.
Philip said yes, but that he had scarcely met Ringwood
atall. And one man after another told anecdotes of
Ringwood ; how he bad young men to play in his house ;
how he had played in that very ¢ Star and Garter;”
and how he always won. You must please to remember
that our story dates back some sixteen years, when the
dice-box still rattled occasionally, and the king was
turned. '

As this old school gossip is going on, Lord Ascot
arrives, and with him this very Ringwood about whom
the old schoolfellows had just been talking. He came.
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down in Ascot’s phaeton. Of course, the greatest man
of the party always waits for Ringwood. ¢ If we had
had a duke at Grey Friars,” says some grumbler,
“ Ringwood would have made the duke bring him
down.”

Philip’s friend, when he beheld the arrival of Mr.
Ringwood, seized Firmin’s big arm, and whispered —

‘¢ Hold your tongue. No fighting. No quarrels. Let
bygones be bygones. Remember, there can be no
earthly use in a scandal.”

* Leave me alone,” says Philip, “ and don’t be
afraid.”

I thought Ringwood seemed to start back for a
moment, and perhaps fancied that he looked a little
pale, but he advanced with a gracious smile towards
Philip, and remarked, ¢ It is a long time since we have
seen you at my father’s.”

Philip grinned and smiled too. It was a long time
since he had been in Hill Street.” But Philip’s smile
was not at all pleasing to behold. Indeed, a worse per-
former of comedy than ‘our friend does not walk the
stage of this life.

On this the other gaily remarked he was glad Philip -
had leave to join the bachelor’s party. Meeting of old
schoolfellows very pleasant. Hadn’t been to one of
them for a long time: though the * Friars” was an
abominable hole; that was the truth. Who was that in
the shovel-hat? a bishop ? what bishop ?”

It was Brackley, the Archdeacon, who turned very
red on seeing Ringwood. For the fact is, Brackley was
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talking to Pennystone, the little boy about whom the
quarrel and fight had taken place at school, when Ring-
wood had proposed forcibly to take Pennystone’s money
from him. ¢TI think, Mr. Ringwood, that Pennystone
is big enough to hold his own now, don’t you?” said
the Archdeacon; and with this the Venerable man
turned on his heel, leaving Ringwood to face the little
Pennystone of former years; now a gigantic country
squire, with health ringing in his voice, and a pair of
great arms and fists that would have demolished six
Ringwoods in the field.

The sight of these quondam enemies rather dlsturbed
Mr. Ringwood’s tranquillity.

“ I was dreadfully bullied at that school,” he sald in
-an appealing manner, to Mr. Pennystone. I did as
others did. It was a horrible place, and I hate the
name of it. I say, Ascot, don’t you think that Bar-
naby’s motion last night was very ill-timed, and that the
Chancellor of the Exchequer answered him very neatly?”

This became a cant phrase amongst some of us wags
afterwards. Whenever we wished to change a conver-
sation, it was, “I say, Ascot, don’t you think Barnaby’s
motion was very ill-timed; and the Chancellor of the
Exchequer answered him very neatly?” You know
Mr. Ringwood would scarcely have thought of coming
amongst such common people as his old schoolfellows,
but seeing Lord Ascot’s phaeton-at Black’s, he conde-
scended to drive down to Richmond with his lordship,
and I hope a great number of his friends in St. James’s
Street saw him in that noble company.

VOL. IIL 56
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Windham was the chairman of the evening—elected
to that post because he is very fond of making speeches
‘to which he does not in the least expect you to listen.
All men of sense are glad to hand over this office to
him: and I hope, for my part, a day will soon arrive
(but I own, mind you, that I do not carve well) when
we shall have the speeches done by a skilled waiter at
the side table, as we now bave the carving. Don’t you
find that you splash the gravy, that you mangle the
.meat, that you can’t nick the joint in helping the com-~
pany to a dinner-speech? I, for my part, own that I
-am in a state of tremor and absence of mind before the
operation; in a condition of imbecility during the busi-
‘ness; and that I am sure of a headache and indigestion
the next morning. What then? Have I not seen one
-of the bravest men in the world, at a city-dinner last
year, in a state of equal panic? I feel that I
am wandering from Philip’s adventures to his biogra-
pher’s, and confess I am thinking of the dismal fiasco
I myself made on this occasion at the Richmond
dinner.

You see, the order of the day at these meetings is to
joke at everything—to joke at the chairman, at all the
speakers, at the army and navy, at the venerable the
legislature, at the bar and bench, and so forth. If we
toast a barrister we show how admirably he would have
‘figured in the dock: if a sailor, how lamentably sea~

~sick he was: if a soldier, how nimbly he ran away.
.For example, we drank the Venerable Archdeacon
Brackley and the army. We deplored the perverse-
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ness which had led him to adopt a black coat instead of
ared. War had evidently been his vocation, as he had
shown by the frequent battles in which he had been
engaged at school. For what was the other great war-
rior of the age famous? for that Roman feature in his
face, which distinguished, which gave a name to, our
Brackley—a name by which we fondly clung (cries of
“ Nosey, Nosey!”) Might that feature ornament ere
long the face of—of ome of the chiefs of that army of
which he was a distinguished field-officer! Might—
Here I confess I fairly broke down, lost the thread of
my joke—at which Brackley seemed to look rather
severe—and finished the speech with a gobble about
regard, esteem, everybody respect you, and good health,
old boy—which answered quite as well as a finished
oration, however the author might be ‘discontented
with it. |

The Archdeacon’s little sermon was very brief, as
‘the discourses of sensible divines sometimes will be.
‘He was glad to meet old friends—to make friends with
old foes (loud cries of “ Bravo, Nosey!”) In the battle
of life, every man must meet with a blow or two;
and every brave oné would take his facer with good
humour. Had he quarrelled with any old schoolfellow
‘in old times? He wore peace not only on his coat, but
in his heart. Peace and good-will were the words of
the day in the army to which he belonged; and he
hoped that all officers in it were animated by one esprit
" A silence ensued, during which men looked towards

J 56—2
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Mr. Ringwood, as the ¢ old foe” towards whom the
Archdeacon had held out the hand of amity: but Ring-
wood, who had listened to the Archdeacon’s speech with
an expression of great disgust, did not rise from his
chair—only remarking to his neighbour Ascot, ¢ Why
should I get up? Hang him, I have nothing to say. I
say, Ascot, why did you induce me to come into this
kind of thing?”

Fearing that a collision might take place between
Philip and his kinsman, I had drawn Philip away from
the place in the room to which Lord Ascot beckoned
him, saying, “ Never mind, Philip, about sitting by the
lord,” by whose side I knew perfectly well that Mr.
Ringwood would find a place. But it was our lot to be
separated from his lordship by merely the table’s breadth,
and some intervening vases of flowers and fruits
through which we could see and hear our opposite
neighbours. When Ringwood spoke ¢ of this kind of
thing,” Philip glared across the table, and started as if
he was going to speak ; but his neighbour pinched him
on the knee, and whispered to him, ¢ Silence—no
scandal. Remember!” The other fell back, swallowed
a glass of wine, and made me far from comfortable by
performing a tattoo on my chair.

The speeches went on. If they were not more elo-
quent they were more noisy and lively than before.
Then the aid of song was called in to enliven the
banquet. The Archdeacon, who had looked a little
uneasy for the last half hour, rose up at the call for a
song, and quitted the room.  “ Let us go too, Philip,”
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said Philip’s neighbour. * You don’t want to hear those
dreadful old college songs over again?” But Philip
sulkily said, “ You go, I should like to stay.”

Lord Ascot was seeing the last of his bachelor life.
He liked those last evenings to be merry; he lingered
over them, and did not wish them to end too quickly.
His neighbour was long since tired of the entertainment,
and sick of our company. Mr. Ringwood had lived of
late in a world of such fashion that ordinary mortals
were despicable to him. He had no affectionate remem-
brance of his early days, or of anybody belonging to
them. Whilst Philip was singing his song of Doctor
Luther, I was glad that he could not see the face of
surprise and disgust which his kinsman bore. ~Other
vocal performances followed, including a song by Lord
Ascot, which, I am bound to say, was hideously out of
tune; but was received by his near neighbour compla-
cently enough. '

The noise now began to increase, the choruses were
fuller, the speeches were louder and more incoherent. I
don’t think the company heard a speech by little Mr.
Vanjohn, whose health was drunk as representative of
the British Turf, and who said that he had never known
anything about the turf or about play, until their old
schoolfellow, his dear friend—his swell friend, if he
might be permitted the expression—Mr. Ringwood,
taught him the use of cardé; and once, in his own
house, in May Fair, and once in this very house, the .
¢ Star and Garter,” showed him how to play the noble
game of Blind Hookey.
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 The men are drunk. Let us go away, Ascot. I
didn’t come for this kind of thing!” cried Ringwood,
furious, by Lord Ascot’s side.

This was the expression which Mr. ngwood had
used a short time before, when Philip was about to in-
terrupt him. He had lifted his gun to fire then, but his
hand had been held back. The bird passed him once
more, and he could not help taking aim.

“ This kind of thing is very dull, isn’t it, Ringwood ?”
he called across the table, pulling away a flower, and
glaring at the other through the little open space.

“ Dull, old boy? I call it doosed good fun,” cries
Lord Ascot, in the height of good humour.

“Dull? What do you mean?” asked my lord’s
neighbour.

“ I mean, you would prefer having a couple of packs
of cards, and a little room, where you could win three
or four hundred from a young fellow? It’s more pro-
fitable and more quiet than ¢ this kind of thing.’”

“1 say, I don’t know what you mean!” cries the
other. '

“ What! You have forgotten already? Has not
Vanjohn just told you, how you and Mr. Deuceace
brought him down here, and won his money from him ;
and then how you gave him his revenge at your own
house in ——” ,

“ Did I come here to be insulted by that fellow?”
_ cries Mr. Ringwood, appealing to his neighbour.

 If that is an insult, you may put it in your pipe and

smoke it, Mr. Ringwood!” cries Philip.
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“ Come away, come away, Ascot! Don’t keep me
here listening to this bla—"

“« If you say another word,” says Philip, “ I'll send
this decanter at your head !”

“ Come, come—nonsense! No quarrelling! Make
it up! Everybody has had too much! Get the bill,
and order the omnibus round!” A crowd was on one
side of the table, and the other. One of the cousins
had not the least wish that the quarrel should proceed
any farther.

When, being in a quarrel, Philip Firmin assumes the.
calm and stately manner, he is perhaps in his most dan-
gerous state, Lord Ascot’s phaeton (in which Mr.
Ringwood showed a great unwillingness to take a seat
by the driver) was at the hotel gate, an omnibus and a.
private carriage or two were in readiness to take home
the other guests of the feast. Ascot went into the hotel
to light a final cigar, and now Philip springing forward,
caught by the arm the gentleman sitting on the front
seat of the phaeton.

“ Stop!” he said. “ You used a word just now——"

“ What word ? I don’t know anything about words !’
eries the other, in a loud voice.

- “You said ‘insulted,’” murmured Philip, in the
gentlest tone.

“I don’t know what I said,” said Ringwood, peevishly.

1 said, in reply to the words which you forget, ¢ that
I would knock you down,’ or words to that effect. If
you feel in the least aggrieved, you know where my
chambers are—with Mr. Vanjohn, whom you and your

=
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mistress inveigled to play cards when he was a boy.
You are not fit to come into an honest man’s house. It
was only because I wished to spare a lady’s feelings that
I refrained from turning you out of mine. Good-night,
Ascot !|” and with great majesty Mr. Philip returned to
his companion and the Hansom cab which was waiting
to convey these two gentlemen to London.

I was quite correct in my surmise that Philip’s anta-
gonist would take no further notice of the.quarrel to
Philip, personally. Indeed, he affected to treat it as a
drunken brawl, regarding which no man of sense would
allow himself to be seriously disturbed. A quarrel be-
tween two men of the same family ;—between Philip and
his own relative who had only wished him well ?—It was
absurd and impossible. What Mr. Ringwood deplored
was the obstinate ill-temper and known violence of
Philip, which were for ever leading him into these
brawls, and estranging his family from him. A man
seized by the coat, insulted, threatened with a decanter !
A man of station so treated by a person whose own
position was most questionable, whose father was a
fugitive, and who himself was struggling for precarious
subsistence! The arrogance was too great. With the
best wishes for the unhappy young man, and his amiable
(but empty-headed) little wife, it was impossible to take
further notice of them. Let the visits cease. Let the
carriage no more drive from Berkeley Square to
Milman Street. Let there be no presents of game,
poultry, legs of mutton, old clothes and what not.
Henceforth, therefore, the Ringwood carriage was un-



NEVER ALONE. : 249

known in the neighbourhood of the Foundling, and the
Ringwood footmen no more scented with their powdered

heads the Firmins’ little hall-ceiling. Sir John said to

the end that he was about to procure a comfortable
place for Philip, when his deplorable violence obliged
Sir John to break off all relations with the most mis-
guided young man. .

Nor was the end of the mischief here. We have all
read how the gods never appear alone—the gods bringing
good or evil fortune. When two or three little pieces
of good luck had befallen our poor friend, my wife
triumphantly cried out, “I told you so! Did I not
always say that heaven would befriend that dear, inno-
cent wife and children; that brave, generous, impru-
dent father ?” And now when the evil days came, this
monstrous logician insisted that poverty, sickness, dread-
ful doubt and terror, hunger and want almost, were all
equally intended for Philip’s advantage, and would
work for good in the end. So that rain was good, and
sunshine was good; so that sickness was good, and
health was good ; that Philip ill was to be as happy as
Philip well, and as thankful for a sick house and an
empty pocket as for a warm fireside and a comfortable
larder. Mind, I ask no Christian philosopher to revile
at his ill-fortunes, or to despair. I will accept a tooth-
ache (or any evil of life) and bear it without too much
grumbling. But I cannot say that to have a tooth
pulled out is a blessing, or fondle the hand which
wrenches at my jaw.

¢ They can live without their fine relations, and their
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donations of mutton and turnips,” cries my wife with a
toss. of her head.: “The way in which those people
patronized Philip and dear Charlotte was perfectly
intolerable. Lady Ringwood knows how dreadful the
conduct of that Mr. Ringwood is, and—and I have no
patience with her!” How, I repeat, do women know
about men? How do they telegraph to each other their
notices of alarm and mistrust? and fly as birds rise up
with a rush and a skurry when danger appears to be
near? All this was very well. But Mr. Tregarvan
heard some account of the dispute between Philip and.
Mr. Ringwood, and applied to Sir John for further par-
ticulars; and Sir John—liberal man as he was and ever
had been, and priding himself little, heaven knew, on
the privilege of rank, which was merely adventitious—
was constrained to confess that this young man’s con-
duct showed a great deal too much laissez aller. He

had constantly, at Sir John’s own house, manifested an
independence which had bordered on rudeness; he was

always notorious for his quarrelsome disposition, and
lately had so disgraced. himself in a scene with Sir
John’s eldest son, Mr. Ringwood—had exhibited such

brutality, ingratitade and—and inebriation, that Sir
John was free to confess he had forbidden the gentle-

man his door.

 An insubordinate, ill-conditioned fellow, certainly!”

thinks Tregarvan. (And I do not say, though Philip is
my friend, that Tregarvan and Sir John were altogether

wrong regarding their protégé.) Twice Tregarvan had

invited him to breakfast, and Philip had not appeared.



MORE ILL FORTUNE. 25t

More than' once he had contradicted Tregarvan about
the Review. He had said that the Review was not
getting on, and if you asked Philip his candid opinion,
it would not get on. Six numbers had appeared, and it
did not meet with that attention which the public ought
to pay to it. The public was careless as to the designs
of that Great Power which it was Tregarvan’s aim to
defy and confound. He took counsel with himself. He
walked over to the publisher’s and inspected the books ;
and the result of that inspection was so disagreeable, that
he went home straightway and wrote a letter to Philip
Firmin, Esq., New Milman Street, Guildford Street,
which that poor fellow brought to his usual advisers.
That letter contained a cheque for a quarter’s salary,
and bade adieu to Mr. Firmin. The writer would not
recapitulate the causes of dissatisfaction which he felt.
respecting the conduct of the Review. He was much
disappointed in its progress, and dissatisfied with its
general management. He thought an opportunity was
lost which never could be recovered for exposing the
designs of a Power which menaced the liberty and tran-
quillity of Europe. Had it been directed with proper
energy that Review might have been an =gis to that
threatened liberty, a lamp to lighten the darkness of
that menaced freedom. It might have pointed the way
to the cultivation bonarum literarum ; it might have fos-
tered rising talent ; it might have chastised the arrogance
of so-called critics ; it might have served the cause of
truth, Tregarvan’s hopes were disappointed : he would:
not say by whose remissness or fault. He had done Ads
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utmost in the good work, and finally, would thank Mr.
Firmin to print off the articles already purchased and
paid for, and to prepare a brief motice for the next
number, announcing the discontinuance of the Review ;
and Tregarvan showed my wife a cold shoulder for a
considerable time afterwards, nor were we asked to his
tea-parties, I forget for how many seasons.

This to us was no great loss or subject of annoyance :
but to poor Philip? It was a matter of life and almost
death to him. He never could save much out of his
little pittance. Here were fifty pounds in his hand, it is
true; but bills, taxes, rent, the hundred little obligations
of a house, were due and pressing upon him; and in
the midst of his anxiety our dear little Mrs. Philip was
about to present him with a third ornament to his nur-
sery. Poor little Tertius arrived duly enough, and,
such hypocrites were we, that the poor mother was ab-
solutely thinking of calling the child Tregarvan Firmin,
as a compliment to Mr. Tregarvan, who had been so
kind to them, and Tregarvan Firmin would be such a
pretty name she thought. We imagined the Little
Sister knew nothing about Philip’s anxieties. Of course,
she attended Mrs. Philip through her troubles, and we
vow that we never said a word to her regarding Philip’s
own. But Mrs. Brandon went in to Philip one day, as
he was sitting very grave and sad with his two first-born
children, and she took both his hands, and said, * You
know, dear Philip, I have saved ever so much: and I
always intended it for—you know who.” And here she
loosened one hand from him, and felt in her pocket for
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a purse, and put it into Philip’s hand, and wept on his
shoulder. And Philip kissed her, and thanked God for
sending him such a dear friend, and gave her back her
purse, though indeed he had but five pounds left in his
own when this benefactress came to him.

Yes: but there were debts owing to him. There was
his wife’s little portion of fifty pounds a year, which
had never been paid since the second quarter after their
marriage, which had happened now more than three
yearsago. As Philip had scarce a guinea in the world,
he wrote to Mrs. Baynes, his wife’s mother, to explain
his extreme want, and to remind her that this money
was due. Mrs. General Baynes was living at Jersey at
this time in a choice society of half-pay ladies, clergymen,
captains, and the like, among whom I have no doubt
she moved as a great lady. She wore a large medallion
of the deceased General on her neck. She wept dry
tears over that interesting cameo at frequent tea-parties.
She never could forgive Philip for taking away her
child from her, and if any one would take away others
of her girls, she would be equally unforgiving. En-
dowed with that wonderful logic with which women are
blessed, I believe she never admitted, or has been able
to admit to her own mind, that she did Philip or her
daughter a wrong. In the tea-parties of her ac-
quaintance she groaned over the extravagance of her
son-in-law and his brutal treatment of her blessed child.
Many good people agreed with her and shook their
respectable noddles when the name of that prodigal
Philip was mentioned over her muffins and Bohea. He
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was prayed for; his dear widowed mother-in-law was
pitied, and blessed with all the comfort reverend gentle-
men could supply on the spot. “ Upon my honour,
Firmin, Emily and I were made to believe that youm
were a monster, sir,” the stout Major MacWhirter once
8aid; “ and now I have heard your story, by Jove, I
think it is you, and not Eliza Baynes, who were wronged.
She has a deuce of a tongue, Eliza has: and a temper
—poor Charles knew what that was!” In fine, when
Philip, reduced to his last guinea, asked Charlotte’s
mother to pay her debt to her sick daughter, Mrs.
General B. sent Philip a ten-pound note, open, by Captain
Swang, of the Indian army, who happened to be coming
to England. And that, Philip says, of all the hard
knocks of fate, has been the very hardest which he has
had to endure.

But the poor little wife knew nothmg of this cruelty,
nor, indeed, of the very poverty which was hemming
round her curtain; and in the midst of his griefs,
Philip Firmin was immensely consoled by the tender
fidelity of the friends whom God had sent him. Their
griefs were drawing to an end now. Kind readers
all, may your sorrows, may mine, leave us with
hearts not embittered, and humbly acquiescent to the
Great Will!
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CHAPTER XIL

IN WHICH WE REACH THE LAST STAGE BUT ONE
OF THIS JOURNEY.

Avreoven poverty was knocking at Philip’s humble
_door, little Charlotte in all her trouble never knew how
menacing the grim visitor had been. She did not quite
understand that her husband in his last necessity sent
to her mother for his due, and that the mother turned
away and refused him. ¢ Ah,” thought poor Philip,
groaning in his despair, “I wonder whether the thieves
who attacked the man in the parable were robbers of his
own family, who knew that he carried money with him
to Jerusalem, and waylaid him on the journey?” But
again and again he has thanked God, with grateful
heart, for the Samaritans whom he has met on life’s
road, and if he has not forgiven, it must be owned he
has never done any wrong to those who robbed him.
Charlotte did not know that her husband was at his
last guinea, and a prey to dreadful anxiety for her dear
sake, for after the birth of her child a fever came upon
her; in the delirium consequent upon which the poor
thing was ignorant of all that happened round her. A
fortnight with a wife in extremity, with crying infants,
with hunger menacing at the door, passed for Philip
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somehow. The young man became an old man in this
time. Indeed, his fair hair was streaked with white at
the temples afterwards. But it must not be imagined
that he had not friends during his affliction, and he
always can gratefully count up the names of many
persons to whom he might have applied had he been in
need. He did not look or ask for these succours from
his relatives. Aunt and uncle Twysden shrieked and
cried out at his extravagance, imprudence, and folly.
Sir John Ringwood said he must really wash his hands
of a young man who menaced the life of his own son.
Grenville Woolcomb, with many oaths, in which brother-
in-law Ringwood joined chorus, cursed Philip, and
said he didn’t care, and the beggar ought to be hung,
and his father ought to be hung. But I think I know
half-a-dozen good men and true who told a different
tale, and who were ready with their sympathy and
succour. Did not Mrs. Flanagan, the Irish laundress,
in a voice broken by sobs and gin, offer to go and chare
at Philip’s house for nothing, and nurse the dear
children? Did not Goodenough say, “If you are in
need, my dear fellow, of course you know where to
come;” and did he not actually give two prescriptions,
one for poor Charlotte, one for fifty pounds to be taken
. immediately, which he handed to the nurse by mistake?
You may be sure she did not appropriate the money,
for of course you know that the nurse was Mrs.
Brandon. Charlotte has one remorse in her life. She
owns she was jealous of the Little Sister. And now
when that gentle life is over, when Philip’s poverty
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trials are ended, when the children go sometimes and
look wistfully at the grave of their dear Caroline, friend
Charlotte leans her head against her husband’s shoulder,
and owns humbly how good, how brave, how generous
a friend heaven sent them in that humble defender.

Have you ever felt the pinch of poverty? In many
cases it is like the dentist’s chair, more dreadful in the
contemplation than in the actual suffering. Philip says
he never was fairly beaten, but on that day when, in
reply to his solicitation to have his due, Mrs. Baynes’s
friend, Captain Swang, brought him the open ten-pound
note. It was not much of a blow; the hand which
dealt it made the hurt so keen. ¢ I remember,” says
he, “bursting out crying at school, because a big boy
hit me a slight tap, and other boys said, ¢ Ob, you
coward.” It was that I knew the boy at home, and my
parents had been kind to him. It seemed to me a wrong
that Bumps should strike me,” said Philip; and he
looked, while telling the story, as if he could cry about
this injury now. I hope he has revenged himself by
‘presenting coals of fire to his wife’s relations. But this
day, when he is enjoying good health, and competence,
it is not safe to mention mothers-in-law in his presence.
He fumes, shouts, and rages against them, as if all were
like his; and his, I have been told, is a lady perfectly
well satisfied with herself and her conduct in this world ;
and as for the next - but our story does not dare
to point so far. It only interests itself about a little
clique of people here below—their griefs, their trials,
their weaknesses, their kindly hearts.

VOL. IIL 57
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People there are in our history who do not seem to
me to have kindly hearts at all; and yet, perhaps, if a
biography could be written from their point of view,
some other novelist might show how Philip and Ais
biographer were a pair of selfish worldlings unworthy of
credit : how uncle and aunt Twysden were most exem-
plary people, and so forth. Have I not told you how
many people at New York shook their heads when Philip’s
name was mentioned, and intimated a strong opinion
that he used his father very ill? When he fell wounded
and bleeding, patron Tregarvan dropped him off his
horse, and cousin Ringwood did not look behind to see
how he fared. But these, again, may have had their
opinion regarding our friend, who may have been mis-
represented to them ——— I protest as I look back at
the past portions of this history, I begin to have
qualms, and ask myself whether the folks of whom
we have been prattling have had justice done to them;
whether Agnes Twysden is not a suffering martyr
justly offended by Philip’s turbulent behaviour, and
whether Philip deserves any particular attention or
kindness at all. He is not transcendently clever ; he is
not gloriously beautiful. He is not about to illuminate
the darkness in which the peoples grovel, with the flash-
ing emanations of his truth. He sometimes owes money,
which he canmot pay. He slips, stumbles, blunders,
brags. Ah! he sins and repents—pray heaven—of
faults, of vanities, of pride, of a thousand shortcomings!
This I say— Ego—as my friend’s biographer. Perhaps
I do not understand the other characters round abomt
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him so well, and have overlooked a number of their
merits, and caricatured and exaggerated their little
defects.

Among the Samaritans who came to Philip’s help in
these his straits, he loves to remember the name of J. J.,
the painter, whom he found sitting with the children
one day making drawings for them, which the good
painter never tired to sketch.

Now if those children would but have kept Ridley’s
sketches, and waited for a good season at Christy’s, 1
have no doubt they might have got scores of pounds for
the drawings, but then, you see, they chose to improve
the drawings with their own hands. They painted the
soldiers yellow, the horses blue, and so forth. On the
horses they put soldiers of their own construction.
Ridley’s landscapes were enriched with representations
of “ Omnibuses,” which the children saw and admired
in the neighbouring New Road. I dare say, as the fever
left her, and as she came to see things as they were,
Charlotte’s eyes dwelt fondly on the pictures of the
omnibuses inserted in Mr. Ridley’s sketches, and she
put some aside and showed them to her friends, and
said, ¢ Doesn’t our darling show extraordinary talent for
drawing? Mr. Ridley says he does. He did a great
part of this etching.”

But, beside the drawings, what do you think Master
Ridley offered to draw for his friends? Besides the
prescriptions of medicine, what drafts did Dr. Good«
enough prescribe? When nurse Brandon came to Mrs.
Philip in her anxions time, we know~ what sort of

57—2
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payment she proposed for her services. Who says the
world is all cold? There is the sun and the shadow.
And the heaven which ordains poverty and sickness,
sends pity, and love, and succour.

During Charlotte’s fever and illness, the Little Sister
had left her but for one day, when her patient was quiet,
and pronounced to be mending. It appears that Mrs.
Charlotte was very ill indeed on this occasion; so ill
that Dr. Goodenough thought she might have given us
all the slip: so ill that, but for Brandon, she would, in
all probability, have escaped out of this troublous world
and left Philip and her orphaned little ones. Charlotte
mended then: could take food and liked it, and was
specially pleased with some chickens which her nurse
informed her were *from the country.” ¢From Sir
John Ringwood, no doubt ?” said Mrs, Firmin, remem-
bering the presents sent from Berkeley Square, and the
mutton and the turnips.

“ Well, eat and be thankful!” says the Little Sister,
who was as gay as a little sister could be, and who had
prepared a beautiful bread sauce for the fowl; and who
had tossed the baby, and who showed it to its admiring
brother and sister ever so many times; and who saw
that Mr. Philip had his dinner comfortable; and who
never took so much as a drop of porter—at home a little
glass sometimes was comfortable, but on duty, never,
never! No, not if Dr. Goodenough ordered it! she
vowed. And the Doctor wished he could say as much,
or believe as much, of all his nurses.

Milman Street is such a quiet little street that our
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friends had not carpeted it in the usual way; and three
days after her temporary absence, as nurse Brandon sits
by her patient’s bed, powdering the back of a small pink
infant that makes believe to swim mpon her apron, &
rattle of wheels is heard in the quiet street—of four
wheels, of one horse, of a jingling carriage, which stops
before Philip’s door. ¢ 1It’s the trap,” says nurse Brandon,
delighted. It must be those kind Ringwoods,” says
Mrs. Philip. “But stop, Brandon. Did not they, did
not we ?>—oh, how kind of them!” She was trying to
recal the past. Past and present for days had been
strangely mingled in her fevered brain. ¢ Hush, my
dear, you are to be kep’ quite still,” says the nurse—and
then proceeded to finish the polishing and powdering of
the pink frog on her lap.

The bedroom window was open towards the sunny
street : but Mrs. Philip did not hear a female voice say,
«’0ld the ’orses ’ead, Jim,” or she might have been
agitated. The horse’s head was held, and a gentleman
and a lady with a great basket containing pease, butter,
greens, flowers, and other rural produce, descended from
the vehicle and rang at the bell.

Philip opened it; with his little ones, as usual, trotting
at his knees.

“ Why, my darlings, how you air grown!” cries the
lady.

 Bygones be bygones. Give us your ’and, Firmin :
here’s mine. My missus has brought some country
butter and things for your dear good lady. And we
hope you liked the chickens. And God bless you, old
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fellow, how are you ?” the tears were rolling down the
good man’s cheeks as he spoke. And Mrs. Mugford
was likewise exceedingly hot, and very much affected.
And the children said to her, “ Mamma is better now :
and we have a little brother, and he is crying now
upstairs.”

 Bless you, my darlings!” Mrs. Mugford was off
by this time. She put down her peace-offering of
carrots, chickens, bacon, butter. She cried plentifully.
It was Brandon came and told us,” she said; “and
when she told us how all your great people had flung
you over, and you'd been quarrelling again, you
naughty fellar, I says to Mugford, let’s go and see after
that dear thing, Mugford, I says. And here we are.
And year’s two nice cakes for your children” (after a
forage in the cornucopia), “and, ’lor, how they are
grown!”

A little nurse from the upstairs regions here makes
her appearance, holding a bundle of cashmere shawls,
part of which is removed, and discloses a being pro-
nounced to be ravishingly beautiful, and ¢ jest like Mrs.
Mugford’s Emaly ! ”

“I say,” says Mugford, “the ’old shop’s still open to
you. Tother chap wouldn’t do at all. He was wild
when he got the drink on board. Hirish. Pitched
into Bickerton, and black’d ’is eye. It was Bickerton
who told you lies about that poor lady. Don’t see ’em
no more now. Borrowed some money of me; haven’t
seen him since. We were both wrong, and we must
make it up—the missus says we must.”
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“ Amen!” said Philip, with a grasp of the honest
fellow’s hand. And next Sunday he and a trim little
sister, and two children, went to an old church in
Queen Square, Bloomsbury, which was fashionable in
the reign of Queen Anne, when Richard Steele kept
house, and did not pay rent, hard by. And when the
clergyman in the Thanksgiving particularized those
who desired now to  offer up their praises and thanks-
giving for late mercies vouchsafed to them,” once more
Philip Firmin said ¢ Amen,” on his knees, and with all
his heart.
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CHAPTER XIIL
THE REALMS OF BLISS.

You know—all good boys and girls at Christmas know
—that, before the last scene of the pantomime, when
the Good Fairy ascends in a blaze of glory, and Harle-
quin and Columbine take hands, having danced through
all their tricks and troubles and tumbles, there is a
dark, brief, seemingly meaningless penultimate scene,
in which the performers appear to grope about per-
plexed, whilst the music of bassoons and trombones, and
the like, groans tragically. As the actors, with gestures
of dismay and outstretched arms, move hither and
thither, the wary frequenter of pantomimes sees the
illuminators of the Abode of Bliss and Hall of Pris-
matic Splendour nimbly moving behind the canvas, and
streaking the darkness with twinkling fires—fires which
shall blaze out presently in a thousand colours round
the Good Fairy in the Revolving Temple of Blinding
Bliss. Be happy, Harlequin! Love and be happy and
dance, pretty Columbine! Children, mamma bids you
put your shawls on. And Jack and Mary (who are
young and love pantomimes,) look lingeringly still
over the ledge of the box, whilst the fairy temple yet
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revolves, whilst the fireworks play, and ere the Great
Dark Curtain descends.

My dear young people, who have sate kindly through
the scenes during which our entertainment has lasted,
. be it known to you that last chapter ‘was the dark
scene. Look to your cloaks, and tie up your little
throats, for I tell you the great baize will soon fall
down. Have I had any secrets from you all through
the piece? I tell you the house will be empty and you
will be in the cold air. When the boxes have got their
nightgowns on, and you are all gone, and I have turned
off the gas, and am in the empty theatre alone in the
darkness, I promise you I shall not be merry. Never
mind! We can make jokes though we are ever so sad.
We can jump over head and heels, though I declare the
pit is half emptied already, and the last orange-woman
has slunk away. Encore une pirouette, Colombine!
Saute, Arlequin, mon ami! Though there are but five
bars more of the music, my good people, we must jump
over them briskly, and then go home to supper and bed.

Philip Firmin, then, was immensely moved by this
magnanimity and kindness on the part of his old em-
ployer, and has always considered Mugford’s arrival
and friendliness as a special interposition in his favour.
He owes it all to Brandon, he says. It was she who
bethought herself of his condition, represented it to
Mugford, and reconciled him to his enemy. Others
were most ready with their money, It was Brandon
who brought him work rather than alms, and enabled



266 PHILIP.

him to face fortune cheerfully. His interval of poverty
was so short, that he actually had not occasion to
borrow. A week more, and he could not have held
out, and poor Brandon’s little marriage present must
have gone to the coenotaph of sovereigns—the dear
Little Sister’s gift which Philip’s family cherish to this
hour. :

So Philip, with a humbled heart and demeanour,
clambered up on his sub-editorial stool once more at
the Pall Mall Gazette, and again brandished the' paste
pot and the scissors. I forget whether Bickerton still
remained in command at the Pall Mall Gazette, or was
more kind to Philip than before, or was afraid of him,
having heard of his exploits as a fire-eater; but certain
it is, the two did not come to a quarrel, giving each
other a wide berth, as the saying is, and each doing his
own duty. Good-by, Monsieur Bickerton. Except,
mayhap, in the final group round the Farry Cuamior
(when, I promise you, there will be such a blaze of
glory that he will be invisible), we shall never see the
little spiteful envious creature more. Let him pop down
his appointed trap-door; and, quick fiddles! let the
brisk music jig on.

Owing to the coolness which had arisen between
Philip and his father on account of their different
views regarding the use to be made of Philip’s signa-
tare, the old gentleman drew no further bills in his
son’s name, and our friend was spared from the un-
pleasant persecution. Mr. Hunt loved Dr. Firmin so
ardently that he could not bear to be separated from
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the doctor long. Without the doctor, London was a
dreary wilderness to Hunt. Unfortunate remembrances
of past pecuniary transactions haunted him here. We .
were all of us glad when he finally retired from the
Covent Garden taverns and betook himself to the
Bowery once more.

And now friend Philip was at work again, hardly
earning a scanty meal for self, wife, servant, children.
It was indeed a meagre meal, and a small wage.
Charlotte’s illness, and other mishaps, had swept away
poor Philip’s little savings. It was determined that we
would let the elegantly furnished apartments on the
first floor. You might have fancied the proud Mr.
Firmin rather repugnant to such a measure. And so
he was on the score of convenience, but of dignity, not
a whit. To this day, if necessity called, Philip would
turn a mangle with perfect gravity. I believe the
thought of Mrs. General Baynes’s horror at the idea of
her son-in-law letting lodgings greatly soothed and
comforted Philip. The lodgings were jabsolutely taken
by our country acquaintance, Miss Pybus, who was
coming up for the May meetings, and whom we per-
suaded (heaven be good to us) that she would find a
most desirable quiet residence in the house of a man
with three squalling children. Miss P. came, then,
with my wife to look at the apartments; and we
allured her by describing to her the delightful musical
services at the Foundling hard by; and she was very
much pleased with Mrs. Philip, and did not even wince
at the elder children, whose pretty faces won the kind
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old lady’s heart: and I am ashamed to say we were
mum about the baby: and Pybus was going to close
for the lodgings, when Philip burst out of his little
room, without his coat, I believe, and objurgated a little
printer’s boy, who was sitting in the hall, waiting for
some “ copy ” regarding which he had made a blunder;
and Philip used such violent language towards the little
lazy boy, that Pybus said ¢ she never could think of
taking apartments in that house,” and hurried thence
in a panic. When Brandon heard of this project of
letting lodgings, she was in a fury. She might let
lodgiu's, but it wasn’t for Philip to do so.  Let lodgin’s,
indeed! Buy a broom,and sweep a crossin’!” Brandon
always thought Charlotte a poor-spirited creature, and
the way she scolded Mrs. Firmin about this transaction
was not a little amusing. Charlotte was not angry.
She liked the scheme as little as Brandon. No other
person ever asked for lodgings in Charlotte’s house.
May and its meetings came to an end. The old ladies
went back to their country towns. The missionaries
returned to Caffraria. (Ah! where are the pleasant-
looking Quakeresses of our youth, with their comely
faces, and pretty dove-coloured robes? They say the
goodly sect is dwindling—dwindling.) The Quakeresses
went out of town: then the fashionable world began to
move: the Parliament went out of town. In a word,
everybody who could, made away for a holiday, whilst
poor Philip remained at his work, snipping and pasting
his paragraphs, and doing his humble drudgery.

A sojourn on the sea-shore was prescribed by Dr.
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Goodenough, as absolutely necessary for Charlotte and
her young ones, and when Philip pleaded certain cogent
reasons why the family could not take the medicine
prescribed by the doctor, that eccentric physician had
recourse to the same pocket-book which we have known
him to produce on a former occasion ; and took from it,
for what I know, some of the very same notes which
he had formerly given to the Little Sister. ¢ I sappose
you may as well have them as that rascal Hunt ?” said
the doctor, scowling very fiercely.  Don’t tell me.
Stuff and nonsense.. Pooh! Pay me when you are
a rich man!” And this Samaritan had jumped into his
carriage, and was gone, before Philip or Mrs. Philip
could say a word of thanks. Look at him as he is
going off. See the green brougham drive away, and
turn westward, and mark it well. A shoe go after thee,
John Goodenough ; we shall see thee no more in this
story. You are not in the secret, good reader: but I,
who have been living with certain people for many
months past, and have a hearty liking for some of them,
grow very soft when the hour for shaking hands comes,
to think we are to meet no more. Go to! when this
tale began, and for some months after, a pair of kind
old eyes used to read these pages, which are now closed
in the sleep appointed for all of us. And so page is
turned after page, and behold Finis and the volume’s
end.

So Philip and his young folks came down to Peri-
winkle Bay, where we were staying, and the girls in
the two families nursed the baby, and the child and
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mother got health and comfort from the fresh air, and
Mr. Mugford—who believes himself to be the finest
sub-editor in the world—and I can tell you there is
a great art in sub-editing a paper—Mr. Mugford, I say,
took Philip’s scissors and paste-pot, whilst the latter
enjoyed his holiday. And J. J. Ridley, R.A., came and
joined us presently, and we had many sketching parties,
and my drawings of the various points about the bay,
viz., Lobster Head, the Mollusc Rocks, &ec. &c., are
considered to be very spirited, though my little boy
(who certainly has not his father’s taste for art) mistook
for the rock a really capital portrait of Philip, in a gray
hat and paletot, sprawling on the sand.

Some twelve miles inland from the bay is the little
town of Whipham Market, and Whipham skirts the
park palings of that castle where Lord Ringwood had
lived, and where Philip’s mother was born and bred.
There is a statue of the late lord in Whipham market-
place. Could he have had his will, the borough would
have continued to return two members to Parliament,
as in the good old times before us. In that ancient and
grass-grown little place, where your footsteps echo as
you pass through the street, where you hear distinctly
the creaking of the sign of the * Ringwood Arms”
hotel and posting-house, and the opposition creaking
of the “ Ram Inn” over the way—where the half-pay
captain, the curate, and the medical man stand before
the fly-blown window-blind of the “ Ringwood Inmsti-
tate” and survey the strangers—there is still a respect
felt for. the memory of the great lord who dwelt behind
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the oaks in yonder hall. He had his faults. His lord-
ship’s life was not that of an anchorite. The company his
lordship kept, especially in his latter days, was not
of that select description which a nobleman of his lord-
ship’s rank might command. But he was a good friend
to Whipham. He was a good landlord to a good tenant.
If he had his will, Whipham would have kept its own.
His lordship paid half the expense after the burning
of the town-hall. He was an arbitrary man, certainly,
and he flogged Alderman Duffle before his own shop,
but he apologized for it most handsome afterwards.
Would the gentlemen like port or sherry? Claret not
called for in Whipham ; not at all: and no fish, because
all the fish at Periwinkle Bay is bought up and goes to
London. Such were the remarks made by the landlord
of the Ringwood Arms to three cavaliers who entered
that hostelry. - And you may be sure he told us about
Lord Ringwood’s death in the postchaise as he came
from Turreys Regum ; and how his lordship went
through them gates (pointing to a pair of gates and
lodges which skirt the town), and was drove up to the
castle and laid in state; and his lordship never would
take the railway, never; and he always travelled like
a nobleman, and when he came to a hotel and changed
horses, he always called for a bottle of wine, and only
took a glass, and sometimes not even that. And the
present Sir John has kept no company here as yet; and
they say he is close of his money, they say he is. And
this is certain, Whipham haven’t seen much of it,
Whipham haven’t.
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We went into the inn yard, which may have been
once a stirring place, and then sauntered up to the
park gate, surmounted by the supporters and armorial
bearings of the Ringwoods. “I wonder whether my
poor mother came out of that gate when she eloped
with my father?” said Philip, ¢ Poor thing, poor
thing!” The great gates were shut. The westering
sun cast shadows over the sward where here and there
the deer were browsing, and at some mile distance lay
the house, with its towers and porticos and vanes
flaming in the sun. The smaller gate was open, and a
girl was standing by the lodge door. Was the house to
be seen?

« Yes,” says a little red-cheeked girl, with a curtsey.

¢« No!” calls out a harsh voice from within, and an
old woman comes out from the lodge and looks at us
fiercely. * Nobody is to go to the house. The family
is a-coming.”

That was provoking. Philip would have liked to
behold the great house where his mother and her
ancestors were born.

« Marry, good dame,” Philip’s companion said to the
old beldam, * this goodly gentleman hath a right of
entrance to yonder castle, which, I trow, ye wot not of.
Heard ye never tell of one Philip Ringwood, slain at
Busaco’s glorious fi—" '

« Hold your tongue, and don’t chaff her, Pen,”
growled Firmin.

« Nay, and she knows not Philip Ringwood’s grand-
son,” the other wag continued, in a softened tome.
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« This will convince her of our right to enter. Canst
recognize this image of your queen?”

“ Well, I suppose ’ee can go up,” said the old woman,
at the sight of this talisman. ¢ There’s only two of
them staying there, and they’re out a-drivin’.”

Philip was bent on seeing the halls of his ancestors.
Gray and huge, with towers, and vanes, and porticos,
they lay before us a mile off, separated from us by a
streak of glistening river. A great chestnut avenue
led up to the river, and in the dappled grass the deer
were browsing.

You know the house, of course. There is a picture
of it in Watts, bearing date 1783. A gentleman in a
cocked hat and pigtail is rowing a lady in a boat on the
shining river. Another nobleman in a cocked hat is'
angling in the glistening river from the bridge, over
which a postchaise is passing.

“Yes, the place is like enough,” said Philip; ¢ but
I miss the post-chaise going over the bridge, and the
lady in the punt with the tall parasol. Don’t you re-
member the print in our housekeeper’s room in Old
Parr Street? My poor mother used to tell me about
the house, and I imagined it grander than the palace of
Aladdin. It 4 a very handsome house,” Philip went
on. It extends two hundred and sixty feet by
seventy-five, and consists of a rustic basement and
principal story, with an attic in the centre, the whole
executed in stone. The grand front towards the park
is adorned with a noble portico of the Corinthian order,
and may with propriety be considered one of the finest
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elevations in the ——' I tell you I am quoting out
of Watts’s Seats of the Nobility and Gentry, published
by John and Josiah Boydell, and lying in our drawing-
room. Ah, dear me! I painted the boat and the lady
and gentleman in the drawing-room copy, and my
father boxed my ears, and my mother cried out, poor
dear soul! And this is the river, is it? And over
this the postchaise went with the club-tailed horses,
and here was the pig-tailed gentleman fishing. It
gives one a queer sensation,” says Philip, standing on
the bridge, and stretching out his big arms. < Yes,
there are the two people in the punt by the rushes.
I can see them, but you can’t; and I hope, sir, you
will have good sport.” And here he took off his hat to
an imaginary gentleman supposed to be angling from
the balustrade for ghostly gudgeon. We reach the
house presently. We ring at a door in the basement
under the portico. The porter demurs, and says some
of the family is down, but they are out, to be sure.
The same half-crown argument answers with him
which persuaded the keeper at the lodge. We go
through the show-rooms of the stately but somewhat
faded and melancholy palace. In the cedar dining-
room there hangs the grim portrait of the late earl; and
that fair-haired officer in red ? that must be Philip’s
grandfather. And those two slim girls embracing,
surely those are his mother and his aunt. Philip
walks softly through the vacant rooms. He gives the
porter a gold piece ere he goes out of the great hall,
forty feet cube, ornamented with statues brought from
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Rome by John first Baron, namely, Heliogabalus.
Nero’s mother, a priestess of Isis, and a river god; the
pictures over the doors by Pedimento; the ceiling by
Leotardi, &c.; and in a window in the great hall
there is a table with a visitors’ book, in which Philip
writes his name. As we went away, we met a carriage
which drove rapidly towards the house, and which no
doubt contained the members of the Ringwood family,
regarding whom the porteress had spoken. After the
family differences previously related, we did not care
to face these kinsfolks of Philip, and passed on quickly
in twilight beneath the rustling umbrage of the chest-
nuts. J. J. saw a hundred fine pictorial effects as we
walked ; the palace reflected in the water ; the dappled
deer under the chequered shadow of the trees. It was,
“ Oh, what a jolly bit of colour!” and, “I say, look,
how well that old woman’s red cloak comes in!” and so
forth. Painters never seem tired of their work. At
seventy they are students still, patient, docile, happy.
May we too, my good sir, live for fourscore years, and
never be too old to learn! The walk, the brisk accom-
panying conversation, amid stately scenery around,
brought us with good appetites and spirits to our inn,
where we were told that dinner would be served when
the omnibus arrived from the railway.

At a short distance from the Ringwood Arms, and
on the opposite side of the street, is the Ram Inn, neat
postchaises and farmers’ ordinary; a house, of which
the pretensions seemed less, though the trade was
somewhat more lively. When the tooting of the horn

58—2
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announced the arrival of the omnibus from the railway,
I should think a crowd of at least fifteen people assem-
bled at various doors of the High Street and Market.
The half-pay captain and the curate came out from the
Ringwood Athenzum. The doctor’s apprentice stood
on the step of the surgery door, and the surgeon’s lady
looked out from the first floor. We shared the general
curiosity. We and the waiter stood at the door of the
Ringwood Arms. We were mortified to see that of
the five persons conveyed by the ’bus, one was a trades-
man, who descended at his door (Mr. Packwood, the
saddler, so the waiter informed us), three travellers
were discharged at the Ram, and only one came to us.

¢ Mostly bagmen goes to the Ram,” the waiter said,
with a scornful air; and these bagmen, and their bags,
quitted the omnibus.

Only one passenger remained for the Ringwood
Arms Hotel, and he presently descended under the
porte cochdre; and the omnibus—I own, with regret, it
was but a one-horse machine—drove rattling into the
court-yard, where the bells of the «Star,” the «“George,”
the ¢ Rodney,” the “ Dolphin,” and so on, had once
been wont to jingle, and the court had echoed with
the noise and clatter of hoofs and ostlers, and the cries
of ¢ First and second, turn out.”

Who was the merry-faced little gentleman in black,
who got out of the omnibus, and cried, when he saw
us, “ What, you here?” It was Mr. Bradgate, that
lawyer of Lord Ringwood’s with whom we made a brief
acquaintance just after his lordship’s death.” ¢ What,
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gou here?” cries Bradgate, then, to Philip. Come down
about this business, of course? Very glad that you
and—and certain parties have made it up. Thought
you weren’t friends.

What business? What parties? We had not heard
the news? We had only come over from Periwinkle
Bay by chance, in order to see the house.

“ How very singular! Did you meet the—the people
who were staying there ? ”

We said we had seen a carriage pass, but dld not
remark who was in it. What, however, was the news ?
Well. It would be known immediately, and would
appear in Tuesday’s Gazette. The news was that Sir
John Ringwood was going to take a peerage, and that
the seat for Whipham would be vacant. And here-
with our friend produced from his travelling bag’a
proclamation, which he read to wus, and which was
addressed—

“To the worthy and independent electors of the
borough of Ringwood.

« London, Wednesday.

“ GENTLEMEN,— A gracious Sovereign having been
pleased to order that the family of Ringwood should
continue to be represented in the House of Peers, I
take leave of my friends and constituents who have
given me their kind confidence hitherto, and promise
them that my regard for them will never cease, or my
interest in the town and neighbourhood where my family

have dwelt for many centuries. The late lamented
Lord Ringwood’s brother died in the service of his
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Sovereign in Portugal, following the same flag under
which his ancestors for centuries have fought and bled.
My own son serves the Crown in a civil capacity. It
was natural that one of our name and family should
continue the relations which so long have subsisted
between us and this loyal, affectionate, but independent
borough. Mr. Ringwood’s onerous duties in the office
which he holds are sufficient to occupy his time. A
gentleman united to our family by the closest ties will
offer himself as a candidate for your suffrages——"

“ Why, who is it? He is not going to put in uncle
Twysden, or my sneak of a cousin ?”

“ No,” says Mr. Bradgate.

“ Well, bless my soul! he can’t mean me,” said
Philip. “Who is the dark horse he has in his
stable !” :

Then Mr. Bradgate laughed. ¢ Dark horse you
may call him. The new member is to be Grenville
Woolcomb, Esq., your West India relative, and no
other.” :

Those who know the extreme energy of Mr. P.
Firmin’s language when he is excited, may imagine
the explosion of Philippine wrath which ensued as our
friend heard this name. ¢ That miscreant: that skin-
flint : that wealthy crossing-sweeper: that ignoramus
who scarce could do more than sign his name! Oh,
it was horrible, shameful! Why, the man is on such
ill terms with his wife that they say he strikes her.
When I see him I feel inclined to choke him, and
murder him. 7That brute going into Parliament, and
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the republican Sir John Ringwood sending him there !
It’s monstrous!”

¢ Family arrangements. Sir John, or, I should say,
my Lord Ringwood is one of the most affectionate of
parents,” Mr. Bradgate remarked. “He has a large
family by his second marriage, and his estates go to
his eldest son. We must not quarrel with Lord Ring-
wood for wishing to provide for his young ones. I
don’t say that he quite acts up to the extreme Liberal
principle of which he was once rather fond of boasting.
But if you were offered a peerage, what would you do;
what would I do? If you wanted money for your
young ones, and could get it, would you not take it?
Come, come, don’t let us have too much of this Spartan
virtue! If we were tried, my good friend, we should
not be much worse or better than our neighbours. Is
my fly coming, waiter?” We asked Mr. Bradgate to
defer his departure, and to share our dinner. But he
declined, and said he must go up to the great house,
where he and his client had plenty of business to
arrange, and where no doubt he would stay for the
night. He bade the inn servants put his portmanteau
into his carriage when it came. “The old lord had
some famous port wine,” he said; “I hope my friends
have the key of the cellar.”

The waiter was just putting our meal on the table, as
we stood in the bow-window of the Ringwood Arms
coffee-room, engaged in this colloquy. Hence we could
see the street, and the opposition inn of the Ram, where
presently a great placard was posted. At least a dozen
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strect boys, shopmen, and rustics were quickly gathered
round this manifesto, and we ourselves went out to
examine it. The Ram placard denounced, in terms of
unmeasured wrath, the impudent attempt from the
Castle to dictate to the free and independent electors
of the borough. Freemen were invited not to promise
their votes; to show themselves worthy of their name ;
to submit to no Castle dictation. A county gentleman
of property, of influence, of liberal principles—no Wesr
Inp1AN, no CasrLe FrLuxkey, but a True EneLisk
GENTLEMAN, would come forward to rescue them from
the tyranny under which they laboured. On this point
the electors might rely on the word of A Brrrox.

¢ This was brought down by the clerk from Bedloe’s.
He and a newspaper man came down in the train with
me; a Mr, —"

As he spoke, there came forth from the Ram the
newspaper man of whom Mr. Bradgate spoke—an old
friend and comrade of Philip, that energetic man and
able reporter, Phipps of the Daily Intelligencer, who
recognized Philip, and cordially greeting him, asked
what ke did down here, and supposed he had come
to support his family.

Philip explained that we were strangers, had come
from a neighbouring watering place to see the home of
Philip’s ancestors, and was not even aware, until then,
that an electioneering contest was pending in the place,
or that Sir John Ringwood was about to be promoted to
the peerage. Meanwhile, Mr. Bradgate’s fly had driven
out of the hotel yard of the Ringwood Arms, and the
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lawyer running to the house for a bag of papers, jumped
into the carriage and called to the coachman to drive to
the castle.

“ Bon appétit!” says he, in a confident tone, and he
was gone.

“ Would Phipps dine with us?” Phipps whispered,
“I am on the other side, and the Ram is our house.”

We, who were on no side, entered into the Ringwood
Arms, and sat down to our meal—to the mutton and
the catsup, caulifiower and potatoes, the copper-edged
side dishes, and the watery melted butter, with which
strangers are regaled in inns in declining towns. The
town badauds, who had read the placard at the Ram,
now came to peruse the proclamation in our window.
I daresay thirty pairs of clinking boots stopped before
the one window and the other, the while we ate tough
mutton and drank fiery sherry. And J. J., leaving his
dinner, sketched some of the figures of the townsfolk
staring at the manifesto, with the old-fashioned Ram
Inn for a background—a picturesque gable enough.

Our meal was just over, when, somewhat to our sur-
prise, our friend Mr. Bradgate the lawyer returned to
the Ringwood Arms. He wore a disturbed countenance.
He asked what he could have for dinner? Mutton,
neither hot nor cold. Hum! That must do. So he
had not been invited to dine at the Park? We rallied
him with much facetiousness on this disappointment.

Little Bradgate’s eyes started with wrath. “ What a
churl the little black fellow is!” he cried. “T took
him his papers. I talked with him till dinner was laid
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in the very room where we were. French beans and
neck of venison—I saw the housekeeper and his man bring
them in! And Mr. Woolcomb did not so much as ask
me to sit down to dinner—but told me to come again at
nine o’clock! Confound this mutton—it’s neither hot
nor cold! The little skinflint! The glasses of fiery
sherry which Bradgate now swallowed served rather to
choke than appease the lawyer. We laughed, and this
jocularity angered him more. ¢ Oh,” said he, “I am
not the only person Woolcomb was rude to. He was
in a dreadful ill-temper. He abused his wife: and
when he read somebody’s name in the stranger’s book,
I promise you, Firmin, he abused you. I had a mind
to say to him, ¢Sir, Mr. Firmin is_dining at the Ring-
wood Arms, and I will tell him what you say of him.’
What india rubber mutton this is] What villanous
sherry! Go back to him at nine o’clock, indeed! Be
hanged to his impudence!” '

“ You must not abuse Woolcomb before Firmin,”
said one of our party. ¢ Philip is so fond of his cousin’s
husband, that he cannot bear to hear the black man
abused.”

This was not a very brilliant joke, but Philip grinned
at it with much savage satisfaction.

« Hit Woolcomb as hard as you please, he has no
friends here, Mr. Bradgate,” growled Philip. “ So he is
rude to his lawyer, is he?”

1 tell you he is worse than the old earl,” cried the
indignant Bradgate. ¢ At least the old man was a peer
of England, and could be a gentleman when he wished.
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But to be bullied by a fellow who might be a black
footman, or ought to be sweeping a crossing! It’s
monstrous | ”

 Don’t speak ill of a man and a brother, Mr. Brad-
gate. Woolcomb can’t help his complexion.”

“But he can help his confounded impudence, and
shan’t practise it on me ! ” the attorney cried.

As Bradgate called out from his box, puffing and
fuming, friend J. J. was scribbling in the little sketch-
book which he always carried. He smiled over his
work. “I know,” he said, “the Black Prince well
enough. I have often seen him driving his chestnut
mares in the Park, with that bewildered white wife
by his side. I am sure that woman is miserable, and,
poor thing—" ,

% Serve her right! What did an English lady mean
by marrying such a fellow |” cries Bradgate.

¢ A fellow who does not ask his lawyer to dinner!”
remarks one of the company : perhaps the reader’s very
humble servant. ‘ But what an imprudent lawyer he has
chosen—a lawyer who speaks his mind.”

“] have spoken my mind to his betters, and be
hanged to him! Do you think I am going to be afraid
of him ?” bawls the irascible solicitor.

¢ Contempsi Catiline gladios—do you remember the
old quotation at school, Philip.” And here there was a
break in our conversation, for chancing to look at friend
J..J.’s sketch-book, we saw that he had made a wonder-
fal little drawing, representing Woolcomb and Wool-
comb’s wife, grooms, phaeton, and chestnut mares, as
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they were to be seen any afternoon in Hyde Park, dur-
ing the London season.

Admirable! Capital! Everybody at once knew the
likeness of the dusky charioteer. Iracundus himself
smiled and sniggered over it. ¢ Unless you behave
yourself, Mr. Bradgate, Ridley will make a picture
of you,” says Philip. Bradgate made a comical face and
retreated into his box, of which he pretended to draw
the curtain. But the sociable little man did not long
remain in his retirement ; he emerged from it in a short
time, his wine decanter in his hand, and joined our
little party; and then we fell to talking of old times;
and we all remembered a famous drawing by H. B., of
the late Earl of Ringwood, in the old-fashioned swallow-
tailed coat and tight trowsers, on the old-fashioned
horse, with the old-fashioned groom behind him, as he
used to be seen pounding along Rotten Row.

¢ speak my mind, do I?” says Mr. Bradgate pre-
sently. I know somebody who spoke #is mind to that
old man, and who would have been better off if he had
held his tongue.”

¢ Come, tell me, Bradgate,” cried Philip. ¢ It is all
over and past now. Had Lord Ringwood left me some-
thing? I declare I thought at one time that he in-
tended to do so.”

% Nay, has not your friend here been rebuking me
for speaking my mind? T am going to be as mum as
a mouse. Let us talk about the election,” and the
provoking lawyer would say no more on a subject pos-
sessing a dismal interest for poor Phil.
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“] have no more right to repine,” said that philo-
sopher, ¢ than a man would have who drew number 2
in the lottery, when the winning ticket was number y.
Let us talk, as you say, about the election. Who is
to oppose Mr. Woolcomb ?”

Mr. Bradgate believed a neighbouring squire, Mr.
Hornblow, was to be the candidate put forward against
the Ringwood nominee.

“ Hornblow! what, Hornblow of Grey Friars?” cries
Philip. ¢ A better fellow never lived. In this case he
shall have our vote and interest ; and I think we ought
to go over and take another dinner at the Ram.”

The new candidate actually turned out to be Philip’s
old scheol and college friend, Mr. Hornblow. After
dinner we met him with a staff of canvassers on the
tramp through the little town. Mr. Hornblow was
paying his respects to such tradesmen as had their
shops yet open. Next day being market day he pro-
posed to canvass the market-people. ¢ If I meet the
black man, Firmin,” said the burly squire, “I think
I can chaff him off his legs. He is a bad one at
speaking, I am told.”

As if the tongue of Plato would have prevailed in
Whipham and against the nominee of the great house !
The hour was late to be sure, but the companions of
Mr. Hornblow on his canvass augured ill of his success
after half-an-hour’s walk at his heels. Baker Jones
would not promise no how: that meant Jones would
vote for the Castle, Mr. Hornblow’s legal aide-de-camp,
Mr. Batley, was forced to allow. Butcher Brown was
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having his tea,—his shrill-voiced wife told us, looking
out from her glazed back parlour: Brown would vote for
the Castle. Saddler Briggs would see about it. Grocer
Adams fairly said he would vote against us—against
us 2—against Hornblow, whose part we were taking
already. T fear the flattering promises of support of a
great body of free and unbiassed electors, which had
induced Mr. Hornblow to come forward and, &c., were
but inventions of that little lawyer, Batley, who found
his account in having a contest in the borough. When
the polling-day came—you see, I disdain to make any
mysteries in this simple and veracious story—Mz. GReN-
viLLE WoorcoMs, whose solicitor and agent spoke for
him, Mr. Grenville Woolcomb, who could not spell or
speak two sentences of decent English, and whose
character for dulness, ferocity, penuriousness, jealousy,
almost fatuity, was notorious to all the world, was
returned by an immense majority, and the country
gentleman brought scarce a hundred votes to the poll.
We who were in nowise engaged in the contest,
nevertheless, found amusement from it in a quiet country
place where little else was stirring. We came over
once or twice from Periwinkle Bay. We mounted
Hornblow’s colours openly. We drove up ostentatiously
to the Ram, forsaking the Ringwood Arms, where
Mgz. GrexviLLE WooLcous’s CommrrteE RooM was now
established in that very coffee-room where we had dined
in Mr. Bradgate’s company. We warmed in the con-
test. We met Bradgate and his principal more than
once, and our Montagus and Capulets defied each other
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in the public street. It was fine to see Philip’s great
figure and noble scowl when he met Woolcomb at the
canvass. Gleams of mulatto hate quivered from the
eyes of the little captain. Darts of fire flashed from
beneath Philip’s eyebrows as he elbowed his way for-
ward, and hustled Woolcomb off the pavement. Mr.
Philip never disguised any sentiment of his. Hate the
little ignorant, spiteful, vulgar, avaricious beast? Of
course I hate him, and I should like to pitch him into
the river. Oh, Philip! Charlotte pleaded. But there
was no reasoning with this savage when in wrath. I
deplored, though perhaps I was amused by, his ferocity.
The local paper on our side was filled with withering
epigrams against this poor Woolcomb, of which, I sus-
pect, Philip was the author. I think I know that fierce
style and tremendous invective. In the man whom he
hates he can see no good; and in his friend no fault.
When we met Bradgate apart from his principal, we
were friendly enough. He said we had no chance in
the contest. He did not conceal his dislike and con-
tempt for his client. He amused us in later days (when
he actually became Philip’s man of law) by recounting
anecdotes of Woolcomb, his fury, his jealousy, his
avarice, his brutal behaviour. Poor Agnes had married
for money, and he gave her none. Old Twysden, in
giving his daughter to this man, had hoped to have the
run of a fine house; to ride in Woolcomb’s carriages,
and feast at his table. But Woolcomb was so stingy
that he grudged the meat which his wife ate, and would
give none to her relations. He turned those relations
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out of his doors. Talbot and Ringwood Twysden, he
drove them both away. He lost a child, because he
would not send for a physician. His wife never forgave
" him that meanness. Her hatred for him became open
and avowed. They parted, and she led a life into which
we will look no farther. She quarrelled with parents as
well as husband. ¢ Why,” she said, “did they sell me
to that man?” Why did she sell herself? She required
little persuasion from father and mother when she com-
mitted that crime. To be sure, they had educated her
so well to worldliness, that when the occasion came she
was ready.

We used to see this luckless woman, with her horses
and servants decked with Woolcomb’s ribbons, driving
about the little town, and making feeble efforts to
canvass the townspeople. They all knew how she and
her husband quarrelled. Reports came very quickly
from the Hall to the town. Woolcomb had not been
at Whipham a week when people began to hoot and
jeer at him as he passed in his carriage. “Think how
weak you must be,” Bradgate said, “ when we can win
with this horse! I wish he would stay away, though.
We could manage much better without him. He has
insulted I don’t know how many free and independent
electors, and infuriated others, because he will not give
them beer when they come to the house. If Woolcomb
would stay in the place, and we could have the election
next year, I think your man might win. But, as it
is, he may as well give in, and spare the expense of
a poll” Meanwhile Hornblow was very confident.
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We believe what we wish to believe. It is marvellous
what faith an enthusiastic electioneering agent can
inspire in.his client. At any rate, if Hornblow did
not win this time, he would at the next election. The
old Ringwood domination in Whipham was gone hence-
forth for ever.

When the day of election arrived, you may be sure
we came over from Periwinkle Bay to see the battle.
By this time Philip had grown so enthusiastic in Horn-
blow’s cause—(Philip, by the way, never would allow
the possibility of a defeat)—that he had his children
decked in the Hornblow ribbons, and drove from the
bay, wearing a cockade as large as a pancake. He,
I, and Ridley the painter, went together in a dog-cart.
We were hopeful, though we knew the enemy was
strong ; and cheerful, though ere we had driven five
miles the rain began to fall.

Philip was very anxious about a certain great roll
of paper which we carried with us. . When I asked
him what it contained, he said it was a' gun; which
was absurd. Ridley smiled in his silent way. When
the rain came, Philip cast a cloak over his artillery,
and sheltered his powder. : We little guessed at the
time what strange game his shot would bring down.

When we reached Whipham, the polling had con-
tinued for some hours. The confounded black miscreant,
as Philip called his cousin’s husband, was at the head
of the poll, and with every hour his majority increased.
The free and independent electors did not seem to be
in the least influenced by Philip’s articles in the county
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paper, or by the placards which our side had pasted
over the little town, and in which freemen were called
upon to do their duty, to support a fine old English
gentleman, to submit to no Castle nominee, and so forth.
The pressure of the Ringwood steward and bailiffs was
too strong. However much they disliked the black
man, tradesman after tradesman, and tenant after tenant,
came up to vote for him. Our drums and trumpets
at the Ram blew loud defiance to the brass band at
the Ringwood Arms. From our balcony, I flatter
myself, we made much finer speeches than the Ring-
wood people could deliver. Hornblow was a popular
man in the county. When he came forward to speak,
the market-place echoed with applause. The farmers
and small tradesmen touched their hats to him kindly,
but slunk off sadly to the polling-booth and voted
according to order. A fine, healthy, handsome, red-
checked squire, our champion’s personal appearance
enlisted all the ladies in his favour.

«If the two men,” bawled Philip, from the Ram
window, “could decide the contest with their coats
off before the market-house yonder, which do you
think would win—the fair man or the darkey ?” (Loud
cries of ¢ Hornblow for iver!” or, ¢ Mr. Philip, we’ll
have yew.”) “But you see, my friends, Mr. Woolcomb
does not like a fair fightt Why doesn’t he show at
the Ringwood Arms and speak ? I don’t believe he
can speak—not English. Are you men? Are you
Englishmen. Are you white slaves to be sold to that
fellow ?” Immense uproar. Mr. Finch, the Ringwood
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agent, in vain tries to get a hearing from the balcony
of the Ringwood Arms. ¢ Why does not Sir John
Ringwood —my Lord Ringwood now — come down
amongst his tenantry and back the man he has sent
down? I suppose he is ashamed to look his tenants
in the face. I should be, if I ordered them to do such
a degrading job. You kuow, gentlemen, that I am a
Ringwood myself. My grandfather lies buried—no,
not buried—in yonder church. His tomb is there. His
body lies on the glorious field of Busaco |” (“ Harray !”)
“Jam a Ringwood.” (Cries of “ Hoo—down. No Ring-
woods year. We wunt have un !”) ¢ And before George,
if I had a vote, I would give it for the gallant, the
good, the admirable, the excellent Hornblow. Some
one holds up the state of the poll, and Woolcomb is
ahead! I can only say, electors of Whipham, tke
more shame for you!” ¢ Hooray! Brave!” The boys,
the people, the shouting are all on our side. The
voting, I regret to say, steadily continues in favour
of the enemy.

As Philip was making his speech, an immense bang-
ing of drums and blowing of trumpets arose from the
balcony of the Ringwood Arms, and a something re-
sembling the song of triumph called,  See the Conquer-
ing Hero comes,” was performed by the opposition
orchestra. The lodge-gates of the park were now deco-
rated with the Ringwood and Woolcomb flags. They
were flung open, and a dark green chariot with four
grey horses issued from the park. On the chariot was
an earl’s coronet, and the people looked rather scared as
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it came towards us, and said—* Do’ee look now, ’tis my
lard’s own postchaise!” On former days Mr. Wool-
comb and his wife, as his aide-de-camp, had driven
through the town in an open barouche, but, to-day being
rainy, preferred the shelter of the old chariot, and we
saw, presently, within, Mr. Bradgate, the London agent,
and by his side the darkling figure of Mr. Woolcomb.
He had passed many agonizing hours, we were told subse-
quently, in attempting to learn a speech. He cried over
it. He never could get it by heart. He swore like a
frantic child at his wife who endeavoured to teach him
his lesson.

“ Now’s the time, Mr. Briggs!” Philip said to Mr. B.,
our lawyer’s clerk, and the intelligent Briggs sprang
downstairs to obey his orders. ¢ Clear the road there!
make way |” was heard from the crowd below us. The
gates of our inn courtyard, which had been closed, were
suddenly flung open, and, amidst the roar of the multi-
tude, there issued out a cart drawn by two donkeys, and
driven by a negro, beasts and man all wearing Wool-
comb’s colours. In the cart was fixed a placard, on
which a most undeniable likeness of Mr. Woolcomb was
designed : who was made to say,  VoTE For ME! AM
I xor A MaAN ANp A BruppEr?” This cart trotted out
of the yard of the Ram, and, with a cortége of shout-
ing boys, advanced into the market-place, which Mr.
Woolcomb’s carriage was then crossing.” _

Before the market-house stands the statue of the late
ear], whereof mention has been made. In his peer’s
robes, a hand extended, he points towards his park
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gates. An inscription, not more mendacious than many
other epigraphs, records his rank, age, virtues, and the
esteem in which the people of Whipham held him. The
mulatto who drove the team of donkeys was an itinerant
tradesman who brought fish from the bay to the little
town; a jolly wag, a fellow of indifferent character, a
frequenter of all the alehouses in the neighbourhood,
and rather celebrated for his skill as a bruiser. He and
his steeds streamed with Woolcomb ribbons. With
ironical shouts of ¢ Woolcomb for ever!” Yellow
Jack urged his cart towards the chariot with the white
horses. He took off his hat with mock respect to the
candidate sitting within the green chariot. From the
balcony of the Ram we could see the two vehicles ap-
proaching each other; and Yellow Jack waving his
ribboned hat, kicking his bandy legs here and there,
and urging on his donkeys. What with the roar of the
people, and the banging and trumpeting of the rival
bands, we could hear but little: but I saw Woolcomb
thrust his yellow head out of his chaise-window—he
pointed towards that impudent donkey-cart, and urged,
seemingly, his postilions to ride it down. Plying their
whips, the postboys galloped towards Yellow Jack
and his vehicle, a yelling crowd scattering from
before the horses, and rallying behind them, to utter
execrations at Woolcomb. His horses were frightened,
no doubt; for just as Yellow Jack wheeled nimbly
round one side of the Ringwood statue, Woolcomb’s
horses were all huddled together and plunging
in confusion Dbeside it, the fore-wheel came in
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abrupt collision with the stonework of the statue
railing: and then we saw the vehicle turn over alto-
gether, one of the wheelers down with its rider, and
the leaders kicking, plunging, lashing out right and left,
wild and maddened with fear. Mr. Philip’s countenance,
I am bound to say, wore a most guilty and queer
expression. This accident, this collision, this injury,
perhaps death of Wooleomb and his lawyer, arose out
of our fine joke about the Man and the Brother.

We dashed down the stairs from the Ram—Hornblow,
Philip, and half-a-dozen more—and made a way through
the crowd towards the carriage, with its prostrate occu-
pants. The mob made way civilly for the popular
candidate—the losing candidate. When we reached
the chaise, the traces had been cut: the horses were
free: the fallen postilion was up and rubbing his leg:
and, as soon as the wheelers were taken out of the
chaise, Woolcomb emerged from it. He had said from
within (accompanying his speech with many oaths,
which need not be repeated, and showing a just sense
of his danger), ¢ Cut the traces, hang you! And take
the horses away: I can wait until they’re gone. I'm
sittin’ on my lawyer; I ain’t goin’ to have my head
kicked off by those wheelers.” And just as we reached
the fallen postchaise he emerged from it, laughing, and
saying, “Lie still, you old beggar!” to Mr. Bradgate,
who was writhing underneath him. His issue from
the carriage was received with shouts of laughter,
which increased prodigiously when Yellow Jack,
nimbly clambering up the statue-railings, thrust the
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outstretched arm of the statue through the picture
of the Man and the Brother, and left that cartoon
flapping in the air over Woolcomb’s head.

Then a shout arose, the like of which has seldom
been heard in that quiet little town. Then Woolcomb,
who had been quite good-humoured as he issued out
of the broken postchaise, began to shriek, curse, and
revile more shrilly than before; and was heard, in the
midst of his oaths and wrath, to say, «“ He would give
any man a shillin’ who would bring him down that
confounded thing!” Then, scared, bruised, contused,
‘confused, poor Mr. Bradgate came out of the carriage,
his employer taking not the least notice of him.

Hornblow hoped Woolcomb was not hurt, on which
the little gentleman turned round, and said, *Hurt?
no; who are you! Is no fellah goin’ to bring me down
that confounded thing? Tl give a shillin’, I say, to
the fellah who does!”

“A shilling is offered for that picture!” shouts
Philip, with a red face, and wild with excitement.
¢ Who will take a whole shilling for that beauty ?”

On which Woolcomb began to scream, curse, and
revile more bitterly than before. ¢ You here? Hang
you, why are you here ? Don’t come bullyin’ me. Take
that fellah away, some of you fellahs. Bradgate, come
to my committee room. I won't stay here, I say. Let’s
have the beast of a carriage, and———Well, what’s up
now?”

While he was talking, shrieking, and swearing, half a
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dozen shoulders in the crowd had raised the carriage up
on its three wheels. The panel which had fallen
towards the ground had split against a stone, and a great
gap was seen in theside. A lad was about to thrust his
hand into the orifice, when Woolcomb turned upon
him.

« Hands off, you little beggar!” he cried, “ no priggin’!
Drive away some of these fellahs, you postboys! Don’t
stand rubbin’ your knee there, you great fool. What’s
this?” and he thrust his own hand into the place where
the boy had just been marauding.

In the old travelling carriages there used to be a well-
or sword-case, in which travellers used to put swords
and pistols in days when such weapons of defence were
needful on the road. Out of this sword-case of Lord
Ringwood’s old post-chariot, Woolcomb did not draw a
sword, but a foolscap paper folded and tied with a red
tape. And he began to read the superscription—¢ Will
of the Right Honourable John, Earl of Ringwood.
Bradgate, Smith and Burrows.”

¢ God bless my soul! .It’s the will he had back from
my office, and which I thought he had destroyed. My
dear fellow, I congratulate you with all my heart!’
And herewith Mr. Bradgate the lawyer began to shake
Philip’s hand with much warmth. ¢ Allow me to look
at that paper. Yes, this is in my handwriting. Let us
come into the Ringwood Arms—the Ram—anywhere,
and read it to you!”

+ + . Here we looked up to the balcony of the
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Ringwood Arms, and beheld a great placard announcing
the state of the poll at 1 o’clock.
WooLcoms . . . 216
HornsrLow . . . 92

“We are beaten,” said Mr. Hornblow, very good-
naturedly. < We may take our flag down. Mr. Wool-
comb, I congratulate you.”

I knew we should do it,” said Mr. Woolcomb, put-
ting out a little yellow-kidded hand. Had all the votes
beforehand—knew we should do the trick. I say. Hi!
you—Whatdoyoucallem—Bradgate! What is it about,
that will? It does not do any good to that beggar, does
it?” and with laughter and shouts, and cries of * Wool-
comb for ever,” and * Give us something to drink, your
honour,” the successful candidate marched into his
hotel.

And was the tawny Woolcomb the fairy who was to
rescue Philip from grief, debt, and poverty? Yes. And
the old postchaise of the late Lord Ringwood was the
fairy chariot. You have read in a past chapter how the
old lord, being transported with anger against Philip,
desired his lawyer to bring back a will in which he had
left a handsome legacy to the young man, as his mother’s
son. My lord had intended to make a provision for
Mrs. Firmin, when she was his dutiful niece, and yet
under his roof. When she eloped with Mr. Firmin,
Lord Ringwood vowed he would give his niece nothing,
But he was pleased with the independent and forgiving
spirit exhibited by her son ; and, being a person of much
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grim humour, I daresay chuckled inwardly at thinking:
how furious the Twysdens would be, when they found
Philip was the old lord’s favourite. Then Mr. Philip
chose to be insubordinate, and to excite the wrath of
his great-uncle, who desired to have his will back again.
He put the document into his carriage, in the secret box,
as he drove away on that last journey, in the midst of
which death seized him. Had he survived, would he
have made another will, leaving out all mention of
Philip? Who shall say? My lord made and cancelled
many wills. This certainly, duly drawn and witnessed,
was the last he ever signed; and by it Philip is put in
possession of a sum of money which is sufficient to
ensure a provision for those whom he loves. Kind
readers, I know not whether the fairies be rife now, or
banished from this work-a-day earth, but Philip’s
biographer wishes you some of those blessings which
never forsook Philip in his trials: a dear wife and chil-
dren to love you, a true friend or two to stand by you,
and in health or sickness, a clear conscience, and a
kindly heart. If you fall upon the way, may succour
reach you. And may you, in your turn, have help and
pity in store for the unfortunate whom you overtake on
life’s journey.

Would you care to know what happened to the other
personages of our narrative? Old Twysden is still
babbling and bragging at clubs, and though aged is
not the least vemerable. He has quarrelled with his
son for not calling Woolcomb out, when that unhappy
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difference arose between the Black Prince and his wife.
He says his family has been treated with cruel injustice
by the late Lord Ringwood, but as soon as Philip had a
little fortune left him Le instantly was reconciled to his
wife’s nephew. There are other friends of Firmin’s
who were kind enough to him in his evil days, but
cannot pardon his prosperity. Being in that benevolent
mood which must accompany any leave-taking, we will
not name these ill-wishers of Philip, but wish that all
readers of his story may have like reason to make some
of their acquaintances angry.

Our dear Little Sister would never live with Philip
and his Charlotte, though the latter especially and with
all her heart besought Mrs. Brandon to come to them.
That pure and useful and modest life ended a few
years since. She died of a fever caught from one of
her patients. She would not allow Philip or Charlotte
to come near her. She said she was justly punished
for being so proud as to refuse to live with them.
All her little store she left to Philip. He has now
in his desk the five guineas which she gave him at
his marriage; and J. J. has made a little picture of
her, with her sad smile and her sweet face, which
hangs in Philip’s drawing-room, where father, mother,
and children talk of the Little Sister as though she
were among them still.

She was dreadfully agitated when the news came
from New York of Dr. Firmin’s second marriage.
““ His second? His third!” she said. * The villan,

Ay
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the villain!” That strange delusion which we have
described as sometimes possessing her increased in
intensity after this news. More than ever, she believed
that Philip was her own child. She came wildly to
him, and cried that his father had forsaken them. It
was only when she was excited that she gave utterance
to this opinion. Doctor Goodenough says that though
generally silent about it, it never left her.

Upon his marriage Dr. Firmin wrote one of his long
letters to his son, announcing the event. He described
the wealth of the lady (a widow from Norfolk, in Vir-
ginia) to whom he was about to be united. He would
pay back, ay, with interest, every pound, every dollar,
every cent, he owed his son. Was the lady wealthy ?
We had only the poor doctor’s word.

Three months after his marriage he died of yellow
fever, on his wife’s estate. It was then the Little Sister
came to see us in widow’s mourning, very wild and
flushed. She bade our servant say, “ Mrs. Firmin was
at the door;” to the astonishment of the man, who
knew her. She had even caused a mourning-card to
be printed. Ah, there is rest now for that little fevered
brain, and peace, let us pray, for that fond, faithful
heart.

The mothers in Philip’s household and mine have
already made a match between our children. We had
a great gathering the other day at Roehampton, at the
house of our friend Mr. Clive Newcome (whose tall
boy, my wife says, was very attentive to our Helen),
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and, having been educated at the same school, we sat
ever so long at dessert, telling old stories, whilst the
children danced to piano music on the lawn. Dance on
the lawn, young folks, whilst the elders talk in the
shade! What? The night is falling : we have talked
enough over our wine: and it is time to go home?
Good night. Good night, friends, old and young! The
night will fall ; the stories must end : and the best friends
must part.

THE END.
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engraved on Steel, and 116 Woodcuts, drawn by the Author.

Price 2l 10s. cloth.

Vol. V. OF LEAF BEAUTY; OF CLOUD BEAUTY OF IDEAS OF
RELATION. With Thirty-four Engravings on Steel, and 100 on

‘Wood. Price 21. 10s.

The Stones of Venice.
Complete in Three Volumes, Imperial
8vo, with ‘Fifty-three Plates and
numerous Woodcuts, drawn by the
Author. Price 5L 15s. 6d. cloth.
EACHVOLUME MAY BE HAD SEPARATELY.
Vol. I. The FOUNDATIONS, with 31 Plates.
Price 2/. 2s. 2nd Editlor
Vol. II. THE SEA S'romEs, with 20 Plates.
Price 21. 2.

Vol. IIIL, ’.l‘HE FALL, with 13 Plates. Price
1. 11s. 6d.

The Seven Lamps of

Architecture.

Second Edition, with Fourteen Plates
drawn by the Author. Imp. 8vo.
Price 1l 1s. cloth.

e— O s

Lectures on

Architecture and Painting.

‘With Fourteen Cuts, drawn by the
Author, Second Edition, crown 8vo,
Price 8s, 6d. cloth.

—.

Selections from the
WritingsofJ. Ruskin,M.A.

One Volume. Post 8vo, with a
Portrait. Price 6s. cloth.

With Index to the five volumes.

— e

¢ Unto this Last.”

Four Essays on the First Principles of
Political Economy.
‘With Preface. Fcap 8vo. 3s. 6d. cloth.
— O e

Pre-Raphaelitism. ,
A New Edition. Demy 8vo. Price 2s,

The Two Paths:

Being Lectures on Art, and its relation
to Manufactures and Decoration.
One vol., crown 8vo, with Two Steel
Engravings. Price 7s. 6d. cloth, °

The Elements of Drawing

Sixth Thousand, crown 8vo, with Illus-
trations drawn by the Author. Price
7s, 6d. cloth.

— Gl

The Elements of

Perspective.

‘With 80 Diagrams, crown 8vo. Price

3s. 6d. cloth.

The Political Ec Economy of

Art.
Price 2s. 6d. cloth,




6 New and Standard Works published by

RELICIOUS.

—, O

Sermons :
Bythelate Rev. Fred. W. Robertson,
Incumbentof Trinity Chapel, Brighton.
First SeriEs.— Ninth Edition, post
8vo. Price 9s. cloth.

Secoxp SEriEs. — Eighth Edition. .

Price 9s. cloth.
Tr1rD SERIES.—Seventh Edition, post
8vo, with Portrait. Price 9s. cloth,
e s

Expositions of St. Paul’s

Ebpistles to the Corinthians.

Bythelate Rev. Fred. W. Robertson.
Second Edition. One thick Volume,
post 8vo, Price 10s. 6d. cloth.

Lectures and Addresses.
By the late Fredk. W. Robertson,

A New Edition. Fcap 8vo. 5s. cloth.
—. e !
The Gospel in the Miracles

of Christ.

By Rev. Richd. Travers Smith,M.A.
Chaplain of St. Stephen’s, Dublin.

Fcap 8vo, price 5s. cloth.

S O P
Sermons :

Preached at Lincolu’s Inn Chapel.
By the Rev. F. D. Maurice, M.A.
First SERIES, 2 vols., post 8vo, price

21s. cloth,

SEconDp SERIES, 2 vols, post 8vo,
price 21s. cloth.

Tsirp SeriEs, 2 vols, post 8vo,
price 21s. cloth.

. . —_—— .

Experiences of an English
Sister of Mercy.

By Margaret Goodman.
3rd edit. revised, Fcap 8vo. 3s. 6d. cloth.

—.O O
Tauler’s Life and Sermons.
Translated by Miss Susanna
Winkworth.
With Preface by Rev. C. KingsLEY.
Small 4to, price 7s. 6d. cloth,

‘The Soul's Exodus anc
Pilgrimage.
By the Rev. J. Baldwin Brown
Author of “ The Divine Life in Man
Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
Price 7s. 6d. cloth.

— (e

“Is it not Written ?”
Being the Testimony of Secriptu
against the Errors of Romanism.,

By Edward S. Pryce, A.B.
Post 8vo. Price 6s. cloth.

Quakerism, Past and
Present :
Being an Inquiry into the Causes
its Decline.

By John S. Rowntree.

Post 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.

*.* This Essay gained the First Pri
of One Hundred Guineas offered f
the best Essay on the subject.

om— (P s
The Peculium ;
An Essay on the Causes of the Declit
of the Society of Friends.
By Thomas Hancock,
Post 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.
*.* This Essay gained the Secon

Prize of Fifty Guineas, which wa

afterwards increased to One Hundred

—

THE BISHOP OF SALISBURY v.
DR. WILLIAMS.

The Defence of Dr. Row-

land Williams ;

Being a Report of the Speech delivered
in the Court of Arches, by JAMES
Firzsanes SteraEN, M.A., Recorder
of Newark-on-Trent. Published
from the Shorthand Writer’s Notes,
Revised and Corrected. Post 8vo.
Price 10s. 6d. cloth.
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MISCELLANEOUS.

—t i e

The Lady Guide to the]
Ordering of Her House-
hold, and the Economy
of the Dinner Table.

By a Lady.
- Crown 8vo. Price 10s. 6d. cloth.

— e

The Early Italian Poets.
Translated by D. G- Rossetti. |

i

Part I.—Poets chiefly before Dante.;
Part IL.— Dante and his Circle.,
Price 12s. cloth. Post 8vo.

The Book of Good
Counsels: .;
Being an Abridged Translation
of the Sanscrit Classic, the
[{3 Himpadm”
By Edwin Arnold, M.A., Ozon.

Author of “Education in India,” &c.
‘With Illustrations by Harrison Weir.
Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth.

R o el

Education in Oxford :

Its Method, its Aids, and its Rewards.
By James E. Thorold Rogers, M. A..
Post 8vo, price 6s. cloth.

— Gt—

Household Education.
By Harriet Martineau.
A New Edition. Post 8vo. Price 5s.
cloth.

— (e

Ragged London.

By John Hollingshead.
Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth.

Household Medicine ;
and Sick-room Guide.

Describing Diseases, their Nature,
Causes, and Symptoms, with the
most approved Methods of Treat-
ment,.and the Properties and Uses
of many new Remedies.

By Jokn Gardner, M.D.

8vo, with numerous Illustrations.
Price 10s. 6d. cloth.

et O

The Four Georges:

‘| Sketches of Manners, Morals,

Court and Town Life.
By W. M. Thackeray.

With Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
Price 5s. cloth.

—— OO

Shakspere and his
Birthplace.
By Jokn R. Wise.

With 22 Tllustrations by W. J. Linton.
Crown 8vo. Printed on Toned Paper,
and handsomely bound in ornamental
cloth, gilt edges, price 7s. 6d.

*,* Alsoa cheap edition, 2s. 6d. cloth.

——

Man and his Dwelling
Place.

.| An Essay towards the Interpreta-

tion of Nature.
Second Edition. With a New Preface.
Crown 8vo, 6s. cloth,

—r s

"The Conduct of Life.
By Ralph Waldo Emerson,

_| Author of * Essays,”  Representative

Men,” &c. Post 8vo, price 6s. cloth.
*.* Also & Cheap Edition, 1s. cloth.

N




8 New and Standard Works published by

Social Innovators and their | Manual of the Mercantilk

Schemes. Law
By William Lucas Sargant. . Of Great Britain and Ireland.
Post 8vo. Price 10s. 6d. cloth. By Dr. Leone Levi.
oo 8vo. Price 12s. cloth,
Ethica; ——
Or, Characteristics of Men, Manners,| Commercial Law of the
and Books. . World
By Arthur Lloyd Windsor. By Dr c.L .
’ . Leone Levt.
Demy 8vo. Price 12s. cloth. Two vols.yroyal 4to. Price 6l cloth. !
Bermud e |
ermuda : -V- . |
. . 1ctoria.
Its History, Geology, Climate, Pro- | ¢, 1.6 Australian Gold Minesin 1657,
ducts, Agriculture, &e. &e. By William Westgarth.
By Theodore L. Godet, M.D. | pogt gvo, with Maps.  10s. 6d. cloth.
Post 8vo, price 9s. cloth,
Annals of New Zealand and its
British Lesislation : Colonization.
X egisia l.on - By William Swainson, Esq.
AClaumedSuni,T;gsofParhamentary Demy 8vo. Price 14s. cloth.
Edited by Dr. Leone Lev. o

The yearly issue consists of 1,000 The Education of the
pages, super-royal 8vo, and the Sub-

scription is Two Guineas, payable Human Race'
in advance. Vols. I to X. ma;

y rom
now be had. Price 10. 10s. cloth. Now ﬁrst Translated ,f the
German of Lessing.
Feap. 8vo, antique cloth. Price 4s.
A Handbook of Average. ’

With a Chapter on Arbitration,

—O—

By Manley Hopkins. Life in SP ain.
Second Edition, Revised and brought By Walter Thornbury.
down to the present time.

Two Vols. post 8vo, with Eight Tinted
8vo. Price 15s. cloth; 17s. 6d. half- Illuatration’s, price 2815. "
bound law calf.

— e
—

S Officer’s M 1 A Treatise on Rifles, Cannon, and
ea cers anuai.

Sporting Arms.
Being a Compendium of the Duties of Gunnery .
Commander and Officers in the .
Mercantile Navy, By William Greener, ;
By Captain Alfred Parish. Author of ‘“The Gun.” (
Second Edition. Small post 8vo. Demy 8vo, with Illustrations.
Price 5s. cloth,

Price 14s. cloth.
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Onthe Strength of Nations. | England and her Soldiers.
By Andrew Bisset, M.A. By Harriet Martineau.
Post 8vo. Price 9s. cloth. .
e With Three Plates of Illustrative Dia-
R .| grams. 1 vol. crown 8vo, price 9s, cloth,
Results of Astronomical
Observations T
Made at the Cape of Good Hope, Grammar and Dictionary
By Sir John Herschel. of the Malay Language.
4to, with Plates. Price 4l. 4s, cloth. By Jokn Crawfurd, Esq.
—0—— Two vols. 8vo. Price 86s. cloth.

Astronomical Observations.

Made at the Sydney Obser-
vatory in the year 1859.
By W. Scott, M.A.

8vo. 6s.
e— O

On the Treatment of the

Insane,
Without Mechanical Restraints,
By John Conolly, M.D.
Demy 8vo. Price 14, cloth.

— s

Visit to Salt Lake.

Being a Journey across the Plains to
the Mormon Settlements at Utah,

By Willian Chandless.
Post 8vo, with a Map. 2s, 6d. cloth.

— Ot

The Red River Settlement.

By Alexander Ross.
One vol. post 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.
— G

Fur Hunters of the West.

By Alexander Ross.

Two vols. post 8vo, with Map and
Plate.. Price 10s. 6d. cloth.

e G O s

The Columbia River.
By Alexander Eoss.
Post 8vo. Price 2s 6d. cloth.

—. O

Traits and Stories of
Anglo-Indian Life.
By Captain Addison.
With Eight Illustrations. 2s.6d.cloth.

—— O

Tea Planting in the
Himalaya.
By A. T. McGowan.
8vo, with Frontispiece, price 5s. cloth,

— O P

Signs of the Times ;
Or, The Dangers to Religious Liberty
in the Present Day.

By Chevalier Bunsen.
Translated by Miss S. WINKWORTH.
One vol. 8vo, Price 5s. cloth.

o
Wit and Humour.
By Leigh Hunt.
Price 5s. cloth.
———
Jar of Honey from Hybla.
By Leigh Hunt.

Price 5s. cloth.

AN
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New and Standard Works published by

Men, Women, and Books.

By Leigh Hunt.
Two vols. Price 10s, cloth.

e s

Zoology of South Africa.

By Dr. Andrew Smith.
Royal Ato, cloth, with Coloured Plates.

R;aligion in Common Life.

By William Ellis.
Post 8vo. Price 7s. 6d. cloth.

Life of 8ir Robert Ped |
By Thomas Doubleday. |
Two vols. 8vo. Price 18s. cloth,

——————

Principles of Agriculture;

Especially Tropical.
By B. Lovell Phillips, M.D.
Demy 8vo. Priee 7s. 6d. cloth.

—. O

Books for the Blind.
Printed in raised Roman letters, At

the Glasgow Asylum.

SMITH, ELDER AND CO0.’S SHILLING SERIES

OF

STANDARD WORKS OF FICTION,

Well printed, on good paper, and tastefully bound.
Price ONE SHILLING each Volume,

SECOND ISSUE,

LQMST AND WON. By GEORGIANA

HAWKSVIEW By HoLme LEE.
FLVORENCE TEMPLAR. By Mrs. F.
IDAL,

FIRST
CONFIDENCES. By the author of
“ le.’
ERLESMERE ; or, CONTRASTS OF CHA-
RACTER. By L. 8. LAvVENU.
NANETTE AND HER LOVERS. By
TaLBOT GWYNNE
THE LIFE AND DEATH OF SILAS
BARNSTARKE. By Tarsor

Gw
TENDER AND TRUE. By the Author
f ¢ Claran.”

COUSINSTELLA ; OR, CONFLICT.
gy the Author of Who Breaks—
ys ”
HIGHLAND LASSIES ; OR, THE
ROUA PASS.

ISSUE.

ROSE DOUGLAS ; TaR AvuTomre-
GRAPHY OF A SCoTcH MINISTER’S
DAUGHTER.

Glll':x?nERT MASSENQER. By HoLMe

MY LADY : A TALE oF MODERN LIFE.

THORNEY HALL: A STORY OF AN
Orp Faymary. By Horme LEE.

THE CRUELEST WRONG OF ALL.
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WORKS ON INDIA AND THE EAST.

B e s )

The Wild Sports of India,.

With detailed Instructions for the.
Sportsman; to which are added
Remarks on the Breeding and Rear-
ing of Horses, and the Formation
of Light Irregular Cavalry
By Major Henry Shakespear,
late Commandant Nagpore Irregular
Force. With Portrait of the Author.
Second Edition, much Enlarged.
Post 8vo, Price 10s. cloth,

D o —

Cotton; an Account of its
Culture in the Bombay

Presidency.

By Waiter Cassels.
8vo, price 16s. cloth.
— G ——

Narrative of the North
China Campaign of 1860.

By Robert Swinhoe.
Staff Interpreter to Sir Hope Grant.
8vo, with Illustrations. 12s. cloth.

A Visit to the Suez Canal

‘Works.

By George Percy Badger.
Demy 8vo, With Map, Price 2s. 6d.
— s

PRIZE ESSAY.

Caste:
Considered under its Moral, Social,
and Religious Aspects.
By Arthur J. Pattersorn, B.A., of
Trinity College.
Post 8vo. Price 4s. 6d. cloth,

The Sanitary Condition of
Indian Jails.
By Joseph Ewart, M.D.,

Bengal Medical Service.
With Plans, 8vo. Price 16s. cloth.

Campaigning Experiences
In Rajpootana and Central India
during the Mutiny in 1857-8.

By Mrs. Henry Duberly.
Post 8vo, with Map, Price 10s. 6d.
cloth.

—— O

Narrative of the Mutinies
in Oude.
By Captain G. Hutchinson,
Military Secretary, Oude.
Post 8vo, Price 10s. cloth.
—”.—

A Lady’s Escape from
Gwalior
During the Mutinies of 1857.
By Mrs. Coopland.
TPost 8vo. Price 10s, 6d.
e— O

Views and Opinions of
Gen. Jacob, C.B.
Edited by Captain Lewis Pelly.
Demy 8vo. Price 12s. cloth.
——’-oo.-—-

Papers of the late Lord
Metcalfe.
By John William Kaye.
Demy 8vo. Price 16s. cloth.

The English in India.
By Phikip Anderson, A.M.

Second Edition, 8vo, Price 14s. clotl,
———

Life in Ancient India.
By Mrs. Spier.
With Sixty Illustrations by G. SCHARF,
8vo. Drice 15s., elegantly bound in
. cloth, gilt edges.
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New and Standard Works publislmi by

Indian Exchange Tables.

By J. H. Roberts.
8vo, Second Edition, enlarged.
Price 10s. 6d. cloth.
—,O—
Christianity in India.
A Historical Narrative.
By John William Kaye.
8vo. Price 16s. cloth.

— O e

The Parsees:
Their History, Religion, Manners, and
Customs.

By Dosabhoy Framjee.
Post 8vo. Price 10s. cloth.
—( O P
The Vital Statistics
Of the European and Native Armies
in India.

By' Joseph Ewart, M.D.
Demy 8vo. Price 9s. cloth.

e Qe

The Bhilsa Topes;
Or, Buddhist Monuments of Central
India.
By Major Cunningham.
One vol. 8vo, with Thirty-three Plates

Price 30s. cloth,
D o —

The Chinese and their
Rebellions.
By Thomas Taylor Meadows.

One thick volume, 8vo, with Maps.
Price 18s. cloth,

— s
Hong Kong to Manilla.
By Henry T. Ellis, R.N.

Post 8vo, with Fourteen Illustrations.

Price 12s. cloth,

The Botany of the
" Himalaya.
By Dr. Forbes Royle.

Two vols. roy. 4to, cloth, with Coloured
FPlates. Reduced to 51, 5s,

The Defence of Lucknow

By Captain Thomas F. Wilson.

Sixth Thousand. With Plan. Smal
post 8vo. Price 2s. 6d,

— e

PRIZE ESSAYS.
By B. A. Irving.
The Theory of Caste,

8vo. 5s. cloth.

The Commerce of Indi
with Europe.
Post 8vo. Price 7s. 6d. cloth.

— e

Moohummudan Law of
Sale.

By N. B. E. Baillie, Esq.
8vo. Price 14s. cloth.

— e

Moohummudan Law of
Inheritance.
By N. B. E. Baillie, Esq.
8vo. Price 8s. cloth.

——— s

The Cauvery, Kistnah, an
Godavery :

Being a Report on the Works cor
structed on those Rivers, for t}
Irrigation of Provinces in the Pr
sidency of Madras,

By Col. R. Baird Smith, F.G.4
Demy 8vo, with 19 Plans, 28s, clot!
e O s
Land Tax of India.

According to the Moohummudan Law
By N. B. E. Baillie, Esq.

! \ /Y0, Price G, Aatn,
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FICTION.

—_————

A Loss Gained.

By Philip Cresswell.
In One Volume.
et Ot

Carr of Carrlyon.
By Hamilton Aide.
Author of “Rita,” &c. 3 vols.

—., Ot

The Cotton Lord.

By Herbert Glyn.
Two Vols.

—r s

Warp and Woof.

By Holme Lee.
Three Vols.

D e —
Said and Done.
In One Vol.

———t O

Who Breaks—Pays.
In Two Vols,
By the Author of * Cousin Stella.”

—. Ot

The Wortlebank Diary:

With Stories from Kathie Brande’s
Portfolio.
By Holme Lee. Three Vols.

———t O

Over the Cliffs.

By Mrs. Chanter,
Author of “ Ferny Combes,”

—r s

Lovel the Widower.

By W. M. Thackeray.
With six Illustrations. Post 8vo.
Price 6s. cloth.

————

Esmond.

By W. M. Thackeray.
Third Edition, (:.liowl:l 8vo. Price 6s.
cloth.

*

2 vols.

Scarsdale ;
Or, Life on the Lancashire and York-
shire Border Thirty Years ago. 3 vols.

— s

Agnes of Sorrento.
By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe.
Post 8vo. Price 7s. 6d. cloth.

Herbert Chauncey :

A Man more Sinned. against than
Sinning.

By Sir Arthur Hallam.Elton, Bart,
In 3 vols.

Hills and Plains.
Two Vols.

—O———

The Firstborn.
By the Author of “ My Lady.”
Three volumes.

—.Ot——

The Tragedy of Life.
By John H. Brenten. Two Vols.

—. O

Framley Parsonage.
By Anthony Trollope,
INlustrated by J. E. , R.A.
Three Vols. Post 8vo, 21s. cloth
Also a cheap Edition. 1 vol., post 8vo
Price 5s. cloth.

— O

Phantastes :
A Facrie Romance for Men and
‘Women.
By QGeorge Macdonald.
Post 8vo. Price 10s. 6d. cloth,

———t O

The Fool of Quality.
By Henry Brooke.

New and Revised Edition, with Biogra-
phical Preface by the Rev. CHas.
KingsLEY, Rector of Eversley.

Two vols., post 8vo, with Portrait of

the Author, pries ANa.
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CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR WORKS,

Lavinia.
Price 2s. 6d. cloth.

Sylvan Holt's Daughter.
By Holme Lee.

Price 2s. 6d. cloth.
— P

The Autobiography of
Leigh Hunt.
Price 2s. 6d. cloth,

8
wousa g 125 s samas.
By Currer Bell.

The Professor.

To which are added the Poems of
Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell. Now
first collected.

Jane Eyre.
Shirley.
Villette.

Wuthering Heights and

Agnes Grey.
By Ellis and Acton Bell.
‘With Memoir by Correr BEeLL.

The Tenant of Wildfell |
Hall

By Acton Bell.

Life of Charlotte Bronté |

(Currer Bell).
By Mrs. Gaskell.
Cheap edition. 2s. 6d. cloth.

Lectures on the English

Humourists
Of the Eighteenth Century,
By W. M. Thackeray.
Price 2s. 6d. cloth,

The Town.

By Leigh Hunt.
With Forty-five Engravings,
Price 23, 6d. cloth,

Transformation.

By Nathaniel Hawthorse
Price 2s. 6d. cloth.

—r PO
Kathie Brande:
The Fireside History of a Quiet Ii:
By Holme Lee. Price h.ed.dﬂ.F

————

Below the Surface.

By Sir A. H. Elton, Bart., M}.
Price 2s. 6d. cloth.
— e

British India.
By Harriet Martineau. 2s.6d.clth

Italian Campaigns of e

General Bonaparte.

By George Hooper.
With a Map. Price 2s. 6d, cloth.

Deerbrooi:.

By Harriet Martineau. 25, 6d.clos, ﬂ
N —— OO s

Tales of the Colonies,
By Charles Roweroft. 25, gq. cloth.

A Lost Love.
By Ashford Owen. g4 cloth,
— O

Romantic Tales
(Including “ Avillion .

By the Author of “ John Halifar, |
+Gentleman.” 24 ¢q. cloth, !

—t Ot
Domestic Stories,
By the same Author. 24, 64 cloth. |

w—— Ot
After Dark.
By Wilkie Collins. 2s, 6d, cloth,

e P ts.
School for Fathers.
By Talbot Guynne. 2. clotn,

— O e

Paul Ferroll.

Price 2s. cloth.
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JUVENILE AND

The Parents’ Cabinet

Of Amusement and Instruction for
Young Persons.

New Edition, revised, in Twelve Shil-
ling Volumes, with numerous Illus-
trations.

*_* The work is now complete in 4 vols.
extra cloth, gilt edges, at 3s. 6d.
each; or in 6 vols. extra cloth, gilt
edges, at 2s. 6d. each.

Every volume is complete in itself,

and sold separately.
—e O
} By the Author of “ Round the Fire,” &o.

Round the Fire:
Six Stories for Young Readers.

Square 16mo, with Four Illustrations.
Price 2s. 6d. cloth.
—— D s

Unica :
A Story for a Sunday Afternoon.
With Four Illustrations. 2s.6d. cloth.

Old Gingerbread and the:

Schoolboys.
With Four Coloured Plates. 2s. 6d. cl.

—————

Willie’s Birthday :
Showing how a Little Boy did what he
Liked, and how he Enjoyed it.
With Four Illustrations. 2s. cloth.
— e
Willie’s Rest :

A: Sunday Story. -
‘With Four Illustrations. 2s. cloth.
e e

Uncle Jack, the Fault

Killer.
With Four Illustrations. 2s. 6d. cloth.

e  a—
Philo-Socrates.
PartsI. & II. “ Among the Boys.”
Part IIL.,IV.—%Among the Teachers.”
By William Ellis.

Post 8vo. Price 1s. each.

ER R EE SN " ML T RVR VAR IR T |
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EDUCATIONAL.

———Crt——e

Legends from Fairy Land.
By Holme Lee,
Author of * Kathie Brande,” ¢ Sylvan
Holt’s Daughter,” &c.
'With Eight Illustrations. 8s. 6d. cloth.

The Wonderful Adven-

tures of Tuflongbo and his
Elfin Company in their Journey
with Little Content, through the
Enchanted Forest.
By Holme Lee,
Author of “Legends from Fairy
Land,” &c

With Eight Illustrations. Feap 8vo.
Price 3s. 6d. cloth.

The King of the Golden
Or, the Black Brothers.

iver ;
By Jokn Ruskin, M.A.
Third Edition, with 22 Illustrations by
Richard Doyle. Price 2s. 6d.

—————

Element Works on

Social Economy.

By William Ellis.

Uniform in foolscap 8vo, half-bound.
1.—OUTLINES OF SOOIAL BCONOMY. 1s.6d.
IL—-PROGRESSIVE LESSONS IN SOCIAL

SOILE! 5
IIIL.-INTRODUCTION TO THE OCIAL
SOIENCES. 2s. 8
N.—Ol;'TLINBS OF THR UNDERSTANDING.

V.~WHAT AM I? WHERE AM I? WHAT
QUGHT L TO DO P &o. 1s.8qwed.

. — Ot
Rhymes for Little Ones.
‘16 Dlustrations. 1s. 6d. cl., gilt edges.

Stories from the Parlour

Printing Press.
By the Authors of the “ Parent's
Cabinet.”
Feap 8vo. Price 2s. cloth.

Juvenile Miscellany.

Six Engravings, Price 2s. 6d. clot".

.
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RECENT POETRY.
Cache-Cache. A Man’s Heart: a Poem

By William Davy Watson, M.A.
Fcap 8vo, cloth.
c— O —

Poems.

By the Rev. George E. Maunsell.
Fcap 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.

Christ’s Company, and
other Poems.

By Richard Watson Dizon, M.A.
Feap 8vo, price 5s. cloth.

Sybil, and other Poems.

By Jokn Lyttelton.
Fecap 8vo, price 4s. cloth.

Stories in Verse for the

Street and Lane:
By Mrs. Sewell.

3rd Thousand. Post 8vo. Cloth, 1s.
D e —
Edwin and Ethelburga:
A Drama.

By Frederick W. Wyon.
Fcap 8vo. Price 4s. cloth,

By Dr. Charles Mackay.
Post 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.

—— s
Hannibal ; a Drama.
Fcap 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.
e o e
Shelley ; and other Poems
By John Alfred Langford.
Fcap 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.

—— QP

Isabel Gray; or, The Mis
tress Didn’t Know.
By Mrs. Sewell,

Post 8vo. Cloth, Gilt edges.

—t—
Homely Ballads

» For the Working Man’s Fireside.
By Mary Sewell.

13th Thousand. Post 8vo. Cloth, 1

—— Ot

Memories of Merton.
By John Bruce Norton.

1s.

Feap 8vo. Price 5s. cloth.

THE CORNHILL MAGAZINE:
Price One Shilling Monthly, with Illustrations.

Vorumes L,IL, 1., IV.,and V., each containing 768 pages of Letterpres
with 12 Illustrations, and numerous Vignettes and Diagrams, are publishe:
handsomely bound in Embossed Cloth, Price 7s. 6d. each.

For the convenience of Subscribers, the Embossed CLota CovERs for eat
Volume are sold separately, price One Shilling,

Reapive Covers for separatc Numbers have also been prepared, pri
Sixpence in plain Cloth, or One Shilling and Sixpence in French Morocco.

/ London ; Prirted by Smita, ELDER and Co., Little Green Arbour Court, Old Bailey, E.C.
















